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I know what you're asking. 
What the F@{% is an mTraxl 

Okay, try to follow this... you've got your normal 
audio CD from top selling artists and fresh new bands. 
Pretty straightforward. Now let's talk about your com- 
puter... take that same CD out of your stereo, cruise 
over to your MAC or PC and pop that sucker in- 
now you've got your favorite artist in a totally mind- 



blowing new dimension. You get videos, interviews, 
photos, lyrics-and more original stuff than you can 
possibly imagine! It's the merger of music and soft- 
ware, plus music television and more... burned onto 
one disc. It makes the "net" look like a Sunday drive 
with your grandmother. And NO, it won't eat into your 
gas money (only a few more $$ than a regular CD). 
We call this a brain-gasm! 





nu^millennia' 

http://www.numUl.com 




/ 

A roster of over 30 artists, from Alternative and Rock 
to Country, will be available at your local record and 
software stores in 1996. Look for the newly 
released Soundgarden: Alive in the Superunknown, 
available now. And be sure to check out the 
nu. millennia/Records bands. Her Majesty the Baby 
and TOE coming in May. 



rrpiiiiw 



Ut II. SJ. Avlbenln his9t *os been (onslivcted 



■'•III' '"•••'I "'dfalijiei foJjfestef„imbroiSeicit 
enihlcms tt«d' somewhat damniiiii knowlodgfi lhal. 



utill be in Iheit otrn. 




lierial 




I 



I 



I 



I 




ABSOLUT? VOOKA PRODUCT OF SWEDEN, 40 AND 50% ALC/VOL (80 AND 100 PROOF), 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. ABSOLUT COUNTRY OF SWEDEN VODKA t LOGO, ABSOLUT. ABSOLUT BOTTLE DESIGN 
AND ABSOLUT CALLIGRAPHY ARE TRADEMARKS OWNED BY VSS VIN S SPRIT AB. ©1995 V&S VIN i SPRIT AB IMPORTED BY THE HOUSE OF SEAGRAM, NEW YORK. NY PHOTOGRAPHED BY STEVE BRONSTEIN, 

THOSE WHO APPRECIATE QUALITY ENJOY IT RESPONSIBLY 





S3 

z tn 

Mi < 

Ul % 

o: . 
o i- 



BC to 

9S 



IS 

I Z 



z X 

5- 



I- (T 
to D 

b;2 



Volume 12, Number 1 April 1996 

40 TO LIVE AND DIE IN LA. 

The crazysexycool Red Hot Chili Peppers 
have always been pwster boys for the 
California dream. But beneath all that 
hedonism lies a darkness on the edge of 
town. By Ann Magnuson. 

50 MORE THAN A WOMAN 

Rummaging through the postmodern 
perfectionism of Garbage. 
By Dennis Cooper. 

SS THE SON ALSO RISES 

Son Volt's Jay Farrar prefers to let 

his timeless country songs do his talking. 

By Jim Walsh. 

59 SPECIAL SECTION: 

The Alternative to Alternative 

It can't all be Eddie and Alanis, can it? A 
guide to the category breakers and sonic 
pioneers pointing out some fresh directions. 
Afghan Whigs, by Ann Powers; 
the new jazz, by Chris Norris; 
Cibo Matto and Comershop, by Charies 
Aaron; the Fugees, by Elena Oumano; 
Palace's Will Oldham, by Terri Sutton; 
the Mo'Wax label, by Erik Davis; 
Scott Walker, by James Hunter; 
mom-and-pop record stores, by Jeff 
Salamon; Weird Top 10, by Byron Coley 
and Barbara Manning; an Interview 
with Perry Farrell, by Bob Guccione,Jr. 

88 CHINESE WATER TORTURE 

Though millions of citizens will be 
displaced and countless villages will be 
destroyed, the Chinese government 
insists that the gargantuan Three 
Gorges Dam project will be a boon for 
its country. By Elizabeth Gilbert. 
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20 EXPOSURE 

Spencer Tunick's brave nude world; 
Toadies; Heavy Rotation; fear of a Punk 
Planet, Ruby; Sue Coe's Dead Meat, 
Seven Mary Three; the return of Kiss and 
the Sex Pistols; News. Plus Live!: 
Smashing Pumpkins, Lucinda Williams. 

99 AIDS: Words From the Front 

The medical establishment is struggling 
to explain why some people with AIDS 
are HN-negative. By Celia Farber. 

105 SPINS RECORDS Steve Earie. 
by Charles Aaron; Gin Blossoms; 
Los Lobos; more. MOVIES Institute 
Benjamenta and The Kingdom, 
by Michael Atkinson. 



118 ICON Online soaps; free e-mall; more. 

132 POP LIFE Jake Fogelnest 
and Squirt TV. By Jonathan Bernstein. 
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"The Best Of The Columbia Records Radio Hour, Volume 2" 

delivers all the energy, spontaneity, 
and intimacy that come only with live, in-studio performances. 
With fourteen rare, previously-unreleased recordings 

from SIXTEEN OF YOUR FAVORITE ARTISTS, THIS TRULY IS 
A ONCE-IN-A-LIFETIME ALBUM. 
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You can't blame writer (and artist and 
singer and actress) Ann IMagnuson, 

right, for hiaving a fantasy about the Red 
Hot Chili Peppers. "They'd be fun to 
live with on a comn^une," she says. 
"They're this strange combination of hip- 
pie sensibility and raging testosterone." 
Magnuson — who recently released The 
Luv Show, an album that depicts her 
love affair with L.A. "in the tradition of 
Valley of the Dolls" — takes a look at the 
. band and the city that shaped it in this 
month's cover story ["To Live and Die in 
L.A.I. She can also be seen in the 
upcoming film Before and After. 



"I felt like I should be interviewing the 
instruments, not the band," says Jim Walsh, 
left, about roots rockers Son Volt ["The Son 
Also Rises"]. "It seemed that they thought 
talking about the process and the songs 
cheapens the music. Watching them jam, I was 
reminded of a traditional Irish ceisuin, where 
the music borders on something holy." A 
regular contributor to SPIN, Walsh spends his 
days as the music columnist at the St. Paul 
Pioneer Press. 

The story behind the photographs that 
accompany this month's article on Garbage 
["More Than a Woman"] is, in typical SPIN fashion, Ixjth sublime and 
absurd. Explains Contributing Photographer 
Christian Witlcin, right, "The whole band had 
been out the night before, celebrating [band 
member] Duke Erikson's birthday, and had slept 
for maybe an hour. They were giving me these 
great, spacey stares, like they had just stood on 
the largest horizon in the world." Witkin's pho- 
tographs have also appeared in Interview and 
the New York Times Magazine. 

Build it and they will come, goes the saying, but 
that's probably not what the Chinese government 
had in mind when it set out to build the world's 
largest dam on the 

Yangtze River ["Chinese Water Torture"]. "Every 
travel agent I talked to said, 'See China now,' " 
explains SPIN Staff Writer Elizat>etti Giilrart, left 
"By the time this thing is done, it will have 
completely destroyed one of the nrast l>eautiful 
places on earth." Gilbert, who cruised the Yangtze 
to t>ear witness to what could be one of the 
world's biggest disasters in the making, returned 
convinced that "when the end of the world comes, 
ifs going to start in China." 
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Everybody knows rubber means protection. It's strong. Resilient. And holds up well when exploring the unknown. 
But unlike many forms of rubber, ours can be used over and over again. 
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Dirt Merchants 

House Republicans are out to gut environmental protections. 



LAST WINTER, THE Natural Resources Defense 
Council slapped a series of eye-catching ads on 
the sides of New York City buses. On a background 
of swirling smoke, the slogan read: "Meet New 
York's heaviest smoker.... Demand clean-fuel 
buses." Along with drawing attention to the 
dangers of diesel fumes (toxic matter we call soot), 
the ads reflected a recent, seismic shift in the 
environmental debate, where, thanks to a series 
of Republican-led attacks on environmental 
protections, public health is sure to become the 
hot-button in this year's presidential campaign. 

At stake is a generation of environmental 
protection bills that are currently up for revision 
in Congress. In May, as part of their Contract 
With America, Newt Gingrich and his band of 
revolutionaries spearheaded a full-scale rewrite 
of the Clean Water Act, which would essentially 
pull the teeth out of the Environmental Protection 
Agency's long-standing national water-quality 
standards. For instance, in the name of government 
deregulation. House Republicans and their 
conservative-Democrat allies want to give the job 
of setting quality standards for rivers and lakes 
back to the states. Problem is, most bodies of 
water feed into at least one other state, and without 
a set of national guidelines, the toxic waste in, 
say, a Georgia river could quk^ly pollute a relatively 
clean Rorida bay. 



What the House is promoting as an 
antigovernment stance is, in reality, just plain 
posturing. The implicit goal of these measures is 
to help ease the strain on polluters. Less stringent 
guidelines mean industries can install cheaper 
prevention methods and spend less money on 
clean-up. Plus, a numt>er of complicated legal 
loopholes will help corporate polluters dodge 
responsibility for any violations. The head of the 
EPA, Carol Browner, who has proposed her own 
Clean Water Act revisions with the support of 
both environmental groups and the chemical 
industry, neatly sums up the House's version as 
"special deals for special interests." 

This same corporate-friendly attitude is behind 
a set of recently proposed changes to the Clean 
Air Act. A bill introduced by Senator Lauch 
Faircloth (R-NC) would make It difficult for the 
EPA to enforce auto-emissions standards, and 
would even kill outright certain programs designed 
to protect the public from toxic emissions. What 
makes the bill even more striking is its blatant 
contempt for the general public's right to know. 
Do you ever wonder how much muck that factory 
down the street is spewing into the air? One of 
the bill's measures would make it almost 
impossible for you — or the EPA — to find out. 

Both literals and conservatives agree that 
these bills, and a good deal of other environmental 



legislation currently on the table, need rewriting. 
But while conservatives label |>roposals like 
Browner's the work of environmental "extremists,* 
their own streamlining efforts seem more 
like putting a car on blocks in hopes of making it 
more fuel-efficient. Again and again, they've 
refused to acknowledge one simple truth: 
Regulations do work. When the Clean Water Act 
was passed in 1972, nearly 70 percent of our 
rivers and lakes were deemed unsafe for fishing 
and swimming. Since then, the EPA has eliminated 
more than 900 million tons of sewage from our 
nation's lakes and rivers, cutting down on unsafe 
water tiy over 30 percent. The gains made by the 
Clean Air Act are even more apparent. Under 
the act, the EPA began a 25-year phaseout of 
lead gasoline after studies showed that lead 
causes neurological damage in children; since 
ttien, blood-lead levels in children have dropped 
by 70 percent. The act's overall emission 
Standards helped reduce carbon monoxide levels 
in our air by one fourth, and without the act's 
auto-emission contols. our cars would emit 50 
times more pollution than they do now. All of 
which proves that in order to protect our public 
health from corporate greed, we need more 
regulations, not fewer 

Traditionally, Senator Bob Dole, the Republican 
presidential front-runner, could be counted on to 
offer more moderate environmental solutions, but 
his own regulatory reforms, which would have 
mandated lengthy studies on all environmental 
protections, came under sharp criticism from his 
farther-right colleagues. Since then, he's been 
flying the flag of a rather dubious program called 
"risk assesment," which compares the actual 
health risk of an environmental problem against 
the costs of fixing it. Besides turning the EPA into 
a groundswell for red tape, the inherent danger in 
cost-analysts is enormous: In a worst-case 
scenario, car manufacturers could make a bid for 
overturning ttie ban on leaded gasoline if they 
proved that the costs of emission controls far 
outweighed the benefits. 

Faced with these conservative challenges, 
President Clinton seems to have rediscovered his 
environmental zeal. After years of retreating 
from nearly every major environmental initiative 
proposed in his campaign (most notably, he 
passed legislation that permits virtually unlimited 
logging in our national forests), Clinton recently 
saved face by vetoing an appropriations bill that 
would have made drastic cuts in the EPA's 
budget, and he has repeatedly promised to veto 
what he calls "the Dirty Water Act" (currently 
languishing in the Senate) if and when it ever 
reaches his desk. 

With the EPA budget still up for debate, and 
countless other environmental protections — 
including the Safe [>rinking Water Act and 
financing for the Superfund waste clean-up 
program — still to be decided on, it's high time 
that our politicans learned to reconcile the 
notions of ending big government and protecting 
public health. If not, come November maybe the 
voters will. • 
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Letters 




— 1 HAIL TO THE QUEEN 



Madonna's artistic achievements 
will forever outstiine all of 
the wannatie, bullshit, scrunge 
noise that emanates from the radio 
these days ["Live to Tell," January]. 
Take a bow, Madonna, for giving us 
a most memorable interview. 

Jeffrey D. Metzler 

Oregon, Ohio 

In your interview, IVIadonna says, "I'm 
not a big fan of music thafs degrading 
to women . I'm offended by a movie 
like Showgirls." Am I missing 
something? Are Madonna's videos 
not offensive to women? Where does 
she draw the line t>etween what's 
degrading and what portrays women 
in a sexual, yet respectful, light? 

Taryn J. RocH 

Madison, New Jersey 



SPINDNUNE 



I think that I might have the success 
of this Madonna person figured out. 

1) Start off your career by showing 
people your underwear. 

2) When they're tired of your 
underwear, make movies ttiat flop. 

3) When they're tired of cracking on 
your acting ability, just pull 

your pants down in the middle 
of the road. 

4) When nobody's interested in 
paying to see your nasty patootie, 
tell 'em that if s their problem because 
they're "sexually repressed." 

5) When they start yelling, "Hey, 
repress this!" start publicly 
slagging off young artists who have 
real talent. 

CoRi Elliott 
VIA Internet 

The last time I wrote to you was 
when you lambasted Madonna for 
her Sex book. I congratulated you 
then for a job well done. 

When my new SPIN arrived, I was 
puzzled and disappointed by the 
decision to put her on the cover of 
your othenwise incredibly cool 
magazine. But then I gave myself 
some time to think it over, and the 
idea occurred to me — Hey, you 
sanctimonious asshole, why not 
read the article? So I did. I have to 
give you a lot of credit. You have 
obtained perhaps one of the most 
insightful and thought-provoking 
Interviews I've ever read. 

I look forward to many years as 



Music News: KIc 
plagiarizing the Weekl 

whatever it takes to get a fresh story every day. 

The Classifieds: Go to SPINonllne's new classified section for rare 
CDs, rock posters, T-shirts, and penis-enlargement services — all in 
one place. 

Archives: Miss an issue of SPIN? Access hundreds of old articles 
in the Data Feast. 

AOL subscribers go keyword: SPIN. Un-cyber? Call 1-800-592-0011 for 
free software. Tell them SPIN sent you. 
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Complete Stone Roses 
(Silvenonei 132*484 
{L. Alison Moytt— Singles 
^(Columbia) 132*159 



Gloryl 
139*f66 



I Ace 01 Base— Tee 
I Bridge |Arisi--ii 139*113 
I RIcklelMJom— 
f Naked Songs (Reprise) 

' Flaming Lips- C nuns 

Taste Metallic iWanp- 

Bros.) 139*246 

Down — ?iola 

(easlwest) n 135*189 
Soil Asytiffl— Let Your 
Dim Ligril Shine (ColumDiai 
129*924 



Heather Move— Oysier 
^(WoffaBig Cail136*549 

rt -The Gold 

^Experience (Warner 
Bros ) n 138*848 

Latlars To Clao— 

Wholesale Meals And Fish 
(Giant) 134*320 

CIV-Set Your Goats 
(Lava/Atlantic) 135*277 

Deep Blue Somelhlng— 

Home ilnterscoc'ei 137*273 



Jann Ardan — Time For 
Mercy jA&Ml 139*550 

311 [Capncom) 135*335 

r. Michael Boltorr- 

^ Greatest Hrts 1985- 
1995 (Columbia) 138*093 

Francas Dunnary— 

Tall Blonde Helicopter 

( Atlantic ) 136*040 

October Pftjeci- 

~FaHmg Farther In 
(EpiC) 13. 



(^G Love And Special 
TV Sauce— Coast To 
Coast Motel {Oket^'Epic) 

137*877 

Bad Rallalan— stranger 
Tt«n Fiction (Atlantic) 

102*5 17 

(I. Toad Tha Wal 
"Spraeket — In Lighi 
Syrup (Columb i a) ^ l l lffl 
Catherine Whael— 
Happy Days (Fontana^' 
Mercury) n 130*809 



BJork— Post 
(EleWra) 



THERE'S ONLY ONE CHOICE. THE ONE WITH THE MOST CHOICE.' 



• Slari oil with any 7 hits right now! That's right, just mail the postpaid 
application card below, telling us wtiich 7 CDs you want now and we'll 
send them right to your home 

• You agree to buy |us1 one more selection in the comirtg year, for which 
ycu will be billed the regular Club pnce (currently Si2 98 to $16.98). and 
you may cancel your tnai membership at arry time after domg sol (A ship- 
ping and handling charge will be added to each shipment ) 

• 2 MORE FREE! After buying just one more seleclwn during the year, you 
are then entitled to ? MORE CDs FREEt (A shipping/handling charge will 
' ' added.) So it all adds up to 10 selections— a// 10 for ttw price ot one! 
And tttai's It— there's nothing more lo buy ever! 

• Free migarine- filled with miitic yoti really want This aicltislva 
(ull-cotor magazfna describes Ihe Selection of the Month in your main 
music interest, plus afternates from every field of interest. You'll receive 
yaur magazine about every tour weeks (up to 13 times a year) You'll also 
gel special selection mailings up to 8 limes a year for a total of up to 19 
buying opportunities a year 

• Convenient home shopping If you wish to receive the Selection of Itie 
Month, you don't have to do a thing— tt will be shipped automatically 



11 you prefer an allemale selection, or none at all. lust let us know by mail- 
ing Itve resportse card to us by the date specified 
•ArocksoKt) guarantee Vou'H atways have at least 10 days to make your 
decision II you ever have less than 10 days and receive a Selection you 
don't want, return it at our expense You risk absolutely nothing' 
■ More Benefits, More Savings! Now. as a member, oar deals are even 
katttrl You'll have lha oppartuRlly Is gal as many as 2 FREE CDs with 
the purchase of one at regular Club price (shippmg and handling addi- 
tional) You'll also receive seasonal catalogs tilled with thousands of 
titles, as well as shopping opportunities for videocasseites. storage 
units.T-shirts and more 

• PS Ho riih to try ut We'll send details ot the Club's operation with 
your introductory shipment. It you're not satisfied for any reason, lust 
return everything wtthin 10 days at our expense and with no further 
obligation Extremely fair? (Yes,) Great Deal? (Yb ) Making your selec- 
tions light now? (Good.) 

* II Ihe Appllcaiion it missing, write to: Columbia House, 14Q0 North 
Frultndge Avenue. Terre Haute, Indiana 47611-1129 



Goo Dolls, Weeier, mai 
more (Repnse) 
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1344k 



SEND NO MONEY NOW— JUST MAIL THIS POSTAGE-PAID CARDl 



COLUMBIA HOUSE. 1400 N. Fruitridge Ave., 
P.O. Box 1129, Terre Haute, Indiaru 47B11-1129 
Please accept my trial membership in the Club and send me the 7 CDs 
indicated below under Ihe terms outlined in this advertisement. 1 agree to 
buy just one more CD within the next year at the regular Club price. After 
that. I can choose 2 more selections F^REE. So I'll get 10 hits for the price 
of one— and there's nothing more lo buy. ever! (A shipping and handling 
charge is added to each shipment.) 

Q RUSH THESE 7 CDs RIGHT NOW! 

S »Kction« wrth 2 nurrtwrs i-^w 2 CDs nnO muni as 2- m both numbers. 
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TOM PETTY WUTANGOM 
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NOW! 

Msmbars get 

FREE CDs 

wHh a regular price 
Club purchase! 

{sMppng/bandfac aiMtionii-see detafe.) 



Do you hava a I 
Maphona? (01) 
□ Yea ^ No I 
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How hav* you paid for your mall order purcftaae? Check below all that a^^ply: 
LJ Caah (2B) C Crvdlt Card (29) 3 Checli (30) Uorwy Ordar (31) 



N0M: lh:i i^f}- liliDti nus: aa iiseti :c nOeen inis 
»p«C4i oMf— anil caom r.amol M icctvM 
atiG fBsent ttw rtQin to njia any ipgleMion or can- 
Ctl my fTMfnD^rVilp. TMi oflti net oWWWt in M>0 
FPO. Alaska. Hawaii. Putno ftico: wrei for Oeails oi 
■rttmalM onir Canadian mldtnts wll tM wrvtcwJ 
tfom Toronto— »m« nmt may vary Appiicttili 
uHs Ui addtd 10 all ordai 
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Primaa— Tales From The 
Punchbowl (Interscope) 

n 127*182 

Jill Sofeula 

(Lava/Ailamic) 126*788 

I Ye La Taa|<>— 
Electr-0-Pura (Matador/ 
Atlantic) 128*706 

Radlotiaail— The Bends 

(Capliol) 126*672 

Fitter— Short Bus 

(Repnse) 125*W7 

"Reality Bltas'— 
Original Soundtrack 

[RCAl 124*618 

The Rambranttts — LP 
(eastwest) 122*408 
Juliana Hatf laid— Only 
Everything (Mammoth/ 

Atlantic) 121*442 

Encomium: A Tributa Ts 
Lid ZBHellii — Varwus 
Artists jAllantic) 121*434 

Shanla Twain — The 

Woman In Me (Mercury/ 
Nashtfillet 116*761 

Bally — King (Sire,''Repnsej 



Repnse) 
116*W7 



Tha Cranbarrlaa— No Keed 
To Argue (Island) 110*478 



Mailenna—eediime 

Stories (MaverKk/ 
Sire/Warner) 11M2t 



r.DIOfliie Farrfi— Wild 

^See(J-Wild Flower 
(Columt>ia) 1W*787 



Fllppar— Sex Bomb Baby 
(Infinite Zero/ 

America! g 131*866 
JannKar Tryala— 

Cockamamie (Sfluint/ 
Warner Bros ) 131*615 
Pfelth— Live (Elektra) 

131*667/391*667 

Evardaar— 

Sparitle And Fade (Capitol) 
n 136*676 

-WMta Mom's Bartfai" 

—Orig SndtrV. (Tag 
Recordings) 136*026 
Oraam Theater— 

A Change Of Seasons 
(eastwestl 135*655 

Ham— You d Prefer An 
Astronaut (RCA) 

a 135*764 

Trlpplna Oatiy— I Am An 
Elastic Firecracker (Island) 
135*M6 

"Empire Recorta"— 

Orig Sndtrk. featuring Gm 
Blossoms. Edwyn Cofiirts. 
The Cranberries, many 
more (A&M) 134*632 
"An|Ol"— Orig. Sndtrk, 
featuring Green Day, Goo 



Mesadeth— Youthanasia 
(Capitol) 166*340 



Boyz II 

(Motown) 162*661 



Candleboi— Lucy 
!Maverick.''Sifej Warner) 

13S-212 



Blind Melon- Sou;) 
Xapilot) 134*666 



Sugar— Besides (Rykodisci 
134*445 



Jeff Buckley— Grace 
I iii-iMai 101*014 



139*717 



"Foar Rooms' — 
Original Soundtrack fealur- 
mg Combustible Edison 
iEleMrai 140*095 



Emmylou Harris— 

W-ert-nQBali (Asylum) 



So Tonight That I Might See 
(Capitoli 469*602 



Eraiura— Pop The Rrsl 20 
Hits (Sire/R&pnse) 453*064 



Mlalstiy-Psalm 69 
(Sir&^mer Bros ) 

43>746 



Depeche Mode— \^ioiator 
(Sire.'Repiisef 405*423 



Mother's Mi:k(£Ml) 



AC'DC-H.-. 



Crowded House 

iCdpitPil 354- 

Adam Ant Wonrjerl:,: 

i^ap'bii 120*97 2 

Martin Page— in T!i? 
HcuseOf Stone And Lighi 
t Mercury) 116* 166 



'My So Called Lite'— 

Orig, Sndtrk. 

(Atlantic) 116*566 

The Bast 01 New Ortftr 

(Wamer BrQS.;Owesi) 

111*863 

TIC— Craryseiycool 
(UFace) 116^06 



Tha Jatliwta— Tonvono 
Tne Green Grass 
(American) 116*696 



Warran 0— flegulate 

G Funk Era (Vtolalor,' 
RALig 482*208 



. Shawn Cotvin— C-^ 

Gi'l (CoiumOia) 

101*030 



MalM Ma»— Tkai 
(RAL/Det Jani)|| 114482 
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a loyal subscriber, and your 
Madonna Interview only gives me 
another reason. 
David Buimenthal 
Raleigh, North Carolina 



PALE FIRE 



How did Eric Welsbard read my 
mind? And well enough, I might add, 
to write one hell of an article on my 
thoughts ["The Great Pretenders," 
January]. His (or should I say our) 
piece about a musically dead '95 
was right on target. And I thought I 
was just getting old. 

Mark Cline 

via Internet 

When Eric Weisbard says Better 
Than Ezra has no connections to 
the worid of indie rock, he misses 
the point altogether. Indie rock 
isn't defined by how cool your 
label is, or whether the college 
students who listen to your music 
are frat boys or recluses; it's 
about how a band goes about 
furthering their careers. I agree 
that many modern rock acts are 
manufactured, but Better Than 
Ezra, Hootie, and Dave Matthews 
are definitely not examples. 

Kyle Pike 

VIA Internet 

Eric Weisbard Is right. Not only are 
"alternative" t>ands like Bush and 
Silverchair bland and derivative, 
but their lack of "connections to 
indie rock" is plainly evident. Most 
of these guys wouldn't know 
ian Curtis from Jamie Lee Curtis. 
Jason Chaffey Reeher 
Grove City, Pennsylvania 

I don't understand Eric Weist>ard's 
insistence on coupling rock and 
democracy in his review of the year 
in music. Today, rock draws a sharp 
line between those who "get it" 
and those who don't, with obscurity 
being the mark of genius. It's 
all a matter of competing elitisms. 

Mike Mennonno 

Londonderry, New Hampshire 



mm 



PJ Harvey, artist of the year? 
Excuse me, but if you're going to 
waste this award on a talentless, 
hard-on-the-eyes, and even-harder- 
on-the-ears female, then wouldn't 
Alanis Morissette have been the 
obvious choice? 

Mark Trexler 

Salisbury, North Carolina 



TOP OF THE POPS 

If you were trying to prove a point 
about how truly lame the year 
was by placing TLC and Elastica on 
your Top 20 list [January], then, 
hey, the point is well taken. 

Erich Pfeifer 

Oakland, California 

It was tiad enough that you put the 
Canadian female equivalent to Donnie 
Wahlberg on the November cover, 
but then you go and put her in your 
Top 20 list. For shame. You're ten 
years old. I thought wisdom grew 
with age. 

Ian A.D. Jack 

Hamilton, Ontario, Canada 



NTS'S MEN 



I am writing in regard to your article 
on the Presidents of the United 
States of America ["Hail to the 
Chiefs," January]. I want to inject 
some truth to the story surrounding 
the band Traci Lords' Ex-Lovers. 
Steve Appleford wrote that the 
Ex-Lovers were from Seattie. Way 
off base! We were from a neartiy 
town known as Brooklyn, New York. 
And as far as our theme song goes, 
only a weasel like the Presidents' 
Chris Ballew would steal someone 
else's anthem. 

Chad Pilueri 

Traci Lords' Ex-Lovers 

(now All About Chad) 

Brooklyn, New York 



Because of a printing error, the last 
lew words of March's Exposure 
article "Brown Beauties" and the 
byline of the author, Kiki Yablon, 
were inadvertently dropped. The 
last sentence, which quoted Seattle 
CD-package designer Lance 
Wetytier, should have read, "You're 
listening to [the CD], but you're also 
looking at It, holding it, thinking, 
'This is something.' " 

The "before" photograph ofPantera 
in the February article "Hair 
Today, Gone Tomorrow" was taken 
in 1987, not 1990. 

Address letters to Point Blank, 
6 West IBth Street, New York, 
NY 10011, or send e-mail to 
spinonline(o aol.com. Please mark 
e-mail 'Attn: Point Blank.' For 
all correspondence, include your 
full name, address, and phone 
number for verification. Letters may 
be edited for length and clarity. 
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"Walking Rock," 1992. 



General Assembly (United Nations)," 1994. 



The Naked and the Dread 

Spencer Tunicks body politics. 

"THERE WAS A period in my life," photographer Spencer Tunick recalls bitterly, 
"when everybody thought I was just that guy who took pictures of naked 
women who were holding swordfish." 

To be fair, he actually was that guy for a while, but he's evolved past the 
swordfish stage now. The 29-year-old Tunick (whose last name— minus the "k"— 
is, ironically, an article of clothing) has passed his young artistic career photo- 
graphing nudes posed in unlikely public environments: a woman strolling over 
Christ's ancient footsteps in Jerusalem's Old City; another stretched on the 
street with her head, hands, and feet in potholes; and one dangling from a pipe 
in a subway station. 

Tunick's first brushes with nudity (aside from birth) came during childhood. 
Vacationing in the Bahamas with his family, he met a strange race of people 
called Europeans, who were found comfortably enjoying a butt-naked existence 
along the tropical beaches. 

"There was such an essence of bliss," he remembers, quite different from the 



prudishness back home in the Catskill Mountains. "Everybody seemed so 
pleasant. My work started out like that. Then I got political." 

A recent work called "It's a Wonderful Day in America," for instance, was a 
reaction to the Oklahoma City bombing and required 110 naked men and women 
to sprawl over a cobblestoned New York City street. There's nothing pleasant— 
and certainly nothing erotic— about the resulting corpselike figures. Surprisingly, 
there was no trouble from the authorities during this naked mayhem, but Tunick 
hasn't always been so lucky He and his unfortunate models have been arrested 
twice for indecency, both times by New York cops who weren't familiar with the 
loophole in the city's laws that permits public nudity in cases of artistic expression. 

Tunick can expect more hassles as his wortc becomes more aggressive. While 
the artist Christo drapes whole islands in fabric, Tunick imagines cities entirely 
undraped. He's currently woridng on a plan to invade Washington, D.C., with 500 
to 1,000 models, and envisions nudes blanketing the streets around tiie Capitol. 

"I feel like I'm an artist from another place," he explains, "using the people of 
this planet to create an abstract worid." 

For all his intent to take over the Earth, the photos that remain the most 
moving are Tunick's eariiest pieces— portraits of innocent single nudes in hostile 
territory There's the woman holding a swordfish in midtown Manhattan, for 
instance. She stands before oncoming traffic, displaying the fish over her head. 
It's a beautiful and peculiar sight that nobody seems to notice. Except maybe a 
few policemen. Elizabeth gilbert 
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Tales from the Crypt 

Texas's Toadies master 
the art of darkness. 





Horned Toads, cic 
from loft: Lisa Um 
Todd Lewis, Darrgl Hi 
and Mark Rez 



KILLI KILL! SMASH those cheeseheadsl" Lisa 
Umbarger, bassist for the Toadies, is up 
out of her chair, screaming at a TV tuned 
to the NFL playoff game between the 
Green Bay Packers and the Dallas 
Cowboys. The rest of the band— 
singer/guitarist Todd Lewis, 
guitarist Oarrel Herbert, and 
drummer Marit Reznicek— appears 
slightly embarrassed as 
Umbarger rants on. "I love the 
Cowboys," she says proudly. 
"We're out for blood today." 

It's a fitting choice of words 
coming from the bassist 
of a band whose hit single, 
"Possum Kingdom," is a 
murky vampire's fantasy of 
seduction and murder. But 
then the Toadies have a taste 
for horror Riding monster 
grooves that straddle the 
line between chugging '70s 
metal and fractured, Pixies- 
style postpunk, the band's 
breakthrough album, 
Rubberneck, is full of dark 
tales of abduction, murder, and 
self-immolation— all set to 
some of the sweetest hooks of 
any hard-rock band around. 
Veterans of the Dallas-Fort 
Worth club scene, the Toadies were 
formed in 1990 when Umbarger and 
Lewis met working at a Fort Worth 
record store. The son of a Baptist 
preacher, it's Lewis who brings the 
song's twisted characters to life with fire- 
and-brimstone fervor "I wasn't even 
allowed to listen to the radio until I was 13," 
Lewis says. "I was told rock'n'roll was 
Satan's music, so I guess some of that stuff 
comes out in my songs." 
Just back from their first major U.S. tour— a 
victorious 17-month voyage that began with the band 
crammed Into a van and ended with a luxury tour bus 
and a certified gold record — the foursome seems relaxed 
and easygoing, nothing like the psychopaths that populate 
their songs. Just don't tell that to the growing contingent of 
vampire-wannabes the band counts as fans. "Whenever we play in 
Florida, all these really pale kids show up dressed in black veils and 
capes with these fake fangs," says Umbarger "It kind of freaked me out at 
first." Adds Herbert: "It's cool as long as we make sure not to let any of them 
backstage. The last thing we need is vampire groupies. That could be the end of us." 

JASON FINE 
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iFESSORS 



IS it the sound of that whispery voice, or those big, inteilectual words? If your professors 
are putting you to sleep, Revive witli VivarinfHey, it's tougli juggling a full load, 
a social life— maybe even a job or an internship— plus squeezing in time to feed yourself, 
exercise, and keep in touch with the real world so you can someday conquer it. 
Don't let fatigue get the best of you. Vivarin^safely restores mental alertness, with the same 
amount of caffeine as about two cups of coffee. So stay sharp 
in class. Don't sleep your way to the bottom. 



©1995 SOComunw HMHtKfw 

Each tablel contains 20O mg ol calfeme. equal 10 about two cups of cc«ee- Use crty as diiecled. 
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The Book of DIY 

Meet the leaders of the 
new school: Punk Planet 

IT'S PRINTED ON flimsy, gray paper. Its 
columns, zine reviews, and band proflles all 
debate "selling out" and the dennition of punk. 
No, it isn't MaximumRockNRoll. It's the 
new gatekeeper of punk purism. Punk Planet. 

Video maker Dan Sinker started the Chicago- 
based zine last April after he decided that 
MaximumRockNRoll's approach to punk — 
musically and politically — was too limited. 
In the 1 1 is.sues since, the bimonthly — with a 
circulation of 5.000 — has covered bands 
(Bikini Kill) and topics (living with HIV) that 
don't fit with MRR's '77-era sensibility. Slim 
Moon, owner of the record label Kill Rock 
Stars and frequent Punk Planet columnist, 
outlines the difference: "For years I wished 
someone would cover what teenage punks 
are really listening to, from minimalist pop to 



new hardcore to [female] bands like Team 
Dresch. It's all DIY, and ignored by MRR." 

MRR and Punk Planet share a fonnat, look, 
and anticorporate slant, but there are some 
key generational and geographical distinctions. 
The decade-old MRR is based in the Bay 
Area; the idea for Punk Planet was bom on 
the Internet. MRR thrives on verbal flame- 
throwing; Punk Planet offers such user- 
friendly articles as instructions on how to buy 
guitars and amps. Most notably, though, MRR 
favors hardcore and boy bands, while Punk 
Planet aims to be more inclusive. "If a punk 
label spends its money promoting a band that 
sounds like [it's on] Windham Hill," Sinker 
asks in issue #3, "why wouUln I we review it?" 

In the end, punk's definition remains a 
matter of personal opinion. "If your psyche is 
about feeling different, and suddenly everyone 
likes what you're into, where does that 
leave you?" asks Matt Wobensmith of San 
Francisco's Outpunk zine, who feels that 
both publications have a "nearsighted, white 
male" approach to determining what's a 
sellout. "Some people want (o be alienated," 
he says. "That's a privileged position to be in." 

JOHNNY HUSTON 
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The Great Second Act 

Former hardcore barker Lesley Rankine^ 
begins again as Scottish siren Ruby. 

THE FIRST CLUE that Lesley Rankine — who currently works under the name 
Ruby — is entertained by her own confusion can be found in her album title, Salt 
Peter, a chemical that both ignites dynamite and defuses sexual appetite. 
"I don't know how I feel about sex," the 30-year-old Scotswoman freely admits. 
"Sometimes I feel quite romantically about it, and sometimes I feel like it's a 
functional thing. Like a hobby." 

Rankine has made an entire career out of being part chameleon, part 
conundrum. As the former singer for the hardcore act Silverfish, 
a shom-bald Rankine sang like she was trying to upchuck an alien; five 
years of this turned her restless and disenchanted, and the group 
disintegrated after she left. Rankine and her silent partner in 
Ruby, producer/co-songwriter Mark Walk, have transformed the 
guttersnipe of Silverfish into a controlled volcano who sings 
over trip-hop and classically defiant rock layered with 
atmospherics; it's a hybrid that recalls both Tori Amos's 
lilting touches and Trent Reznor's metallic brashness. 
"I think everything in life has to have balance," 
Rankine says. "I like things that are beautiful 
and disturbing." 

Both qualities can be found on Ruby's 
single, "Paraffin," a moody, singsongy 
niu^ery rhyme that could be about anything 
from a wax museum sex fantasy to trapping 
a man with — how can we say — the feminine 
essence. "It's actually about somebody 
taking love or sex under false pretenses. " 
Rankine explains, "but you keep one step 
ahead of ihem and give them enough rope to 
hang themselves with." Equally benign 1^ 
her translation of "Bud," which includes 
the lyric "My legs are sharp / Might split 
your skin / And spill the juice that feeds 
your grin." "I've always wanted to write 
a little jazzy song with lyrics that were \| 
kind of sexy and sensual, but also nasiy 
and threatening." 

That split personality rears its 
heads in other ways: The woman 
who makes "a damned fine french- 
onion soup" and who gazes 
longingly at a photo of her dream 
house in New Orleans has other, 
larger trouble in mind. "My brother 
was once charged with malicious 
damage of a toilet-paper holder, 
but I'd like to be arrested 
for something big, like mooning 
Newt Gingrich." suzanne col6n 
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The killing floor: "Meat Flies" by Sue Coe. 



Bull Market Sue Coe carves up the flesh trade in DQodMeat 



ONE OF THE paintings in Sue Coe's startling new book. Dead Meal. 
draws upon an incident straight from her childhood in Hersham, England. 
Coe once saw an escaped pig running through the village square with 
three workers from the slaughterhouse hot on its heels. The townspeople 
laughed as the hapless men stumbled In pursuit of the animal. Coe's 
mother, though, told her young daughter, "It's not funny. That pig is going 
to be slaughtered." 

With millions of well-intentioned words already spent on the message 
"meat is murder," the power of Coe's paintings is as surprising as it is 
nauseating. Using graphite and a mastery of light and shadow, Coe captures 
what she calls "the enormous agony" of slaughterhouse animals, but her 
work never comes off like a sermon or lecture. Visiting 40 slaughterhouses 



over a six-year period. Coe simply painted what she saw: a goose being 
force-fed; a hoisted cow, still kicking as blood poured from its throat. 
One hundred paintings later, you can't help but connect the tasty bacon 
chee.seburger on your plate with the violence that brought it there. 

Despite her impressive r£sum£ as an illustrator — which includes four 
previous books, many exhibitions, and appearances in The New Yorker and 
Raw — Coe, who wrote the diary entries that accompany the illustrations, 
considers herself more of a journalist than an artist. She tells a story about 
how she gained admission to slaughterhouses, where cameras are usually 
banned and naysayers discouraged. "When I requested pertnission, 
they'd ask me, "Are you an animal-rights activist?' I'd always reply, 'I'm 
English." That seemed to satisfy them." ken kurson 
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THE SHINING MOMENT In the young life of Seven Mary Three frontman Jason Ross was the night he 
spent with Ed Kowalczyk of Live In Tampa in 1991. "Me and my friend came down from Oriando to see 
Live, and man, were we blown away! At the end of the show, Ed reached out and pulled me and my 
friend up on stagel" The earnest, 22-year-old Ross pauses for breath in the midst of his fanzine 
fantasy, beams at his equally giddy bandmates beside him on the couch, and exhales. "Three years 
later, we're selling out 10,000-seat arenas and opening for LIvel" 

Ross's schoolboy enthusiasm for rock'n'roll has hardly diminished since his band's bracing 
grunge hit "Cumbersome" started galloping up the charts last winter. Two years ago, Seven Mary 

Three was little more than a dormitory pastime for Ross and his picking 
partner Jason Pollock. Sharing a love for the epic novels of Gabriel 
Garcia Marquez and CHiPs reruns ("7 Mary 3" was the blond 
cop's handle), the two began crafting a literate repertoire of 
tunes while at Virginia's College of William and Mary, and 
soon went on to build a grassroots audience on what is 
rapidly becoming rock's most fertile underground circuit: 
fratland. But unlike, say, Hootie, Seven Mary Three won 
the respect of freaks as well as Greeks: "At a typical 
show," chuckles bassist Casey Daniel, "there's a 
35-year-old guy wearing a hand-tooled-leather 
belt with his name carved in the back 
standing next to a teenage goth giri in a 
T-shirt that says i m a cunt." 

Since their success, Seven Mary 
Three have suffered the Inevitable 
accusations of Peari Jam Idolatry; 
but to be fair, their debut, American 
Standard, is hardly the grunge 
karaoke some would make of It. 
With Dixie-fried slowriders like 
"Roderigo" and "Devil Boy," the 
album responsibly reunites 
"modern rock" with Its Bible 
Belt cousin: the good old 
Southern boogie of Lynyrd 
Skynyrd and the Allmans. But 
Seven Mary Three are loath to 
wear flannel or hand-tooled 
leather. "I don't think it's fair to 
pigeonhole us," insists drummer GItl 
Khalsa. "The only thing we will own 
to is rock'n'roll." 

JEFFREY ROTTER 




Severt Mary Three, clockwise from 
top left: Jason Pollock, Giti Khalsa, 
Casey Daniel, and Jason Ross. 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette 
Smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide. 



1 1 mg. "tar", 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 



lFYou©ouldS^]Ve*25 

ON TicMiMiASter 



tiCk(rtS,WOUlSyou? 



I thought so. 




Save ^25 onTicketmastef tickets with Camel Cash. 

And I'm not just talkin' concerts. With these $25 gift certificates, you could save on 
tickets to just about any llcitetmaster* event. It only tai^es UX) C>amel Cash C-Notes 
to get 'em. To find out how, pick up the Camel Cash Rockin' Road Trip Catalog 
wherever you buy your smokes, or call 1-800-CAMEL-C^KSH (1-800-226-3522). 

Now wHy didn't anyone thinK of this beforef? 



Gift certificates are nonrefundable, nontransferable and not redeemable for cash. 
Tickets to any event subject to availabilitv. See ttie Camel Casti Rockin' Road Trip Catalog for details. 

OFFER RESTRICTED TO SMOKERS 21 YEARS OF AGE OR OLDER. 




get ready to roll again. 



Kiss and the Sex Pistols irj!e7r,'ZyZ?Ztri is 

that both Kiss and the Sex Pistols 
are planning reunion tours that will 
make Lollapalooza look like a high-school dance. The four original memtiers of Kiss- 
Gene Simmons, Paul Stanley, Ace Frehley, and Peter Criss, who haven't toured together 
for 1 5 years— are said to be plotting a re-creation of 1977's gaudy Kiss Alive 2 tour, 
complete with gobs of makeup, platforms, and fire-breathing stunts. 

Meanwhile, the Sex Pistols' 20th anniversary could find them on a world tour 
that might come to the United States in early August— at least according to their 
booking agent, Bill Elson. In addition to singer Johnny Lydon, guitarist Steve Jones, 



and drummer Paul Cook, the band's original bassist (and main songwriter) 
Glen Matlock is expected to fill in for Sid Vicious, who died of a drug overdose in 
1979 after the murder of his girlfriend, Nancy Spungen. 

Lydon's manager, Eric Gardner, admits that the four band members haven't 
spoken to each other since the group's breakup in 1978. But it looks like time heals 
all. Even stateside venues are willing to overlook the band's one-and-only U.S. tour, 
a brief two weeks in 1978 that left a trail of ruined hotel rooms and police run-ins, 
finally ending with the band's breakup after an Ill-fated show In San Francisco. 
Then again, it could be that the judgment of the concert industry Is still clouded by 
the teary reunions of the Eagles, who grossed a staggering $79.4 million In concert 
revenues in 1994, and Page and Plant, who pulled In $33.4 million last year. 

But whether Kiss and the Sex Pistols, known for being capricious, will actually 
materialize under the soft stage lights of summer remains to be seen. "It's like 
God," says Kiss's Gene Simmons. "It doesn't matter what we say We won't know if 
God is there until. If, or when it appears. In that way. Kiss is like the Godhead, 
'cause when you get head from Kiss— oh God." julia chaplin 




34 SPIN 



Damon Wayans Daniel Stern and Dan Aykroyd 




5DUI\IDBITE5 

by Julia Chaplin 



• Smashing Pumpkins had a 

genuine bout of melancholy 
and infinite sadness recently 
wtien a production assistant 
lost several tapes from ttie 
video siKiot for ttieir flit single 
"1979.' According to a director 
wtio worked on ttie shoot, the 
assistant, in an early-nwrning 
frenzy to get to the studio, sped 
off with the tapes on the roof of 
his car. The Pumpkins, who 
were in New York City playing a 
string of small-dub dates when 
the news hit, were fofced to 
drop everything and fly back to 
California for another day of 
filming. And what happened to 
the assistant? let me put it 
this way." the director said. 
"I didn't see him at the reshoot." 

• Pubescent rockers 
Silverchair recently joined the 
k>ng list of rock scapegoats 
who've been accused of 
inspiring violence and mayhem 
in their listeners. Brian Bassett, 



16. and Nicholaus McDonakJ, 
18, were supposedly listening 
to the group's song "Israel's 
Son,' which graphically 
illustrates a wartime execution, 
when they allegedly shot 
Bassett's parents and drowned 
his five-year-old brother 
at the Bassetts' home in 
southwestern Washington state 
last August. According 
to McDonald's lawyer. Bassett 
then danced around his 
house kicking the corpses of 
his parents as Silverchair's 
platinum LR Frogstomp, blared 
from the stereo. The lawyer, 
who is representing McDonald 
in a separate trial, claims the 
songs' lyrics triggered Bassett's 
murderous state of mind. At 
press time, a district-court 
judge hadn't deckJed whether 
he would allow McDonald's 
lawyers to play the song 
and read its lyrics during the 
course of the trial. 




Leave it to Kids director Larry Clark to set the video for Everclear's " Heartspark 
Dollarsign " inside a trailer park. The auteur. known for his bleak photographs of 
young American miscreants, dreamed up the concept for a video he 'II direct of the 
hand's next single, which is about the tension of an interracial relationship. "It's 
kind of fun to see how someone like Clark will interpret my song, " said Everclear 
singer Art Alexakis. "My only request was that I not have to act in it. " 



Just Cause 



Just months after losing a two-year 
battle over TIcketmaster's dubious business methods, activist rockers 
Pearl Jam are back flying the flag for yet another cause. The 
band recently sent a letter to President Clinton expressing their 
support of the San Cartos Apache Indians, whose sacred prayer site 
atop Mount Graham in Arizona could be wiped out by the construction 
of a giant telescope. In the letter, the group, who played a benefit ^ 
concert for the Apaches during their 1993 Vs tour, also voiced their 
concern over Republican-backed bills currently in Congress that 
would roll back federal protection for public areas like Mount Graham 
Pearl Jam will post the high-minded missive on WebActive (http://www. 
webactlve.com)— a new Web site dedicated to political activism. 



A Drummer 
Scorned 



A/oe/ Gallagtier 





Mysterious Ways vouv^gottog^e 

Bono credit. He isn't the kind of guy who spends his holkJays 
schmoozing with the beautiful people in St. Barts or Aspen. Taking a 
break from recording the follow-up to U2's Zooropa, rock's 
ambassador of goodwill spent New Year's in the Bosnian capital of 
Sarajevo, singing with kxals in a pub before ringing in '96 with the 
Bosnian minister of foreign affairs at a nearby restaurant. A ceasefire 
meant Sarajevo's streets were relatively quiet, but two weeks later. 
Bono ran into some speeding bullets on. of all places, a Jamaican 
beach. Bono and U2 bassist Adam Clayton had just gotten off a 
seaplane and into a dinghy when authorities, acting on an anonymous 
(and incorrect) tip that the plane was loaded with drugs, opened fire 
on the aircraft, leaving the two to swim for their lives. "We didn't think 
they were firing at us," said Bono. "We thought they were shooting 
another Bond movie. Now I've got a new name: Bono, James Bono." 



Brit brats Oasis may have emerged 
triumphant from their long-running rivalry 
with fellow pop dartings Blur, but they've 
gained a new nemesis— their own former 
drummer Tony McCarroll. McCarroll, 
who was sacked last April following a 
hotel-room brawl with lead guitarist Noel 
Gallagher, recently slapped the group 
with a S1 million lawsuit, claiming his 
ouster was due not to his drumming ability 
but rather to Gallagher's intense dislike 
for him. In the suit, McCan-oll argues Itiat 
he's entitled to damages resulting from 
his expulswn as well as royalties from the 
group's platinum LR (What's the Story) 
Morning Glory? Neither McCarroll 
nor Gallagher was available for comment. 
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Bitty Corgan, in hia favorite (only?) shirt 



SMASHING PUMPKINS 

The Academy, New York City 
January 12, 1996 

"It's a pleasure to be with you tonight," Billy 
Corgan announced about ten minutes after 
Smashing Pumpkins took the stage at the 
Academy. "That is, assuming we know what 
pleasure is." Corgan and guitarist James lha then 
engaged in a lengthy moment of wry existential 
banter, suggesting what vaudeville might be like 
if it were revived by brooding modern-rock stars. 

Fortunately for those 1,S00-or-so fans lucky 
enough to grab tickets (the second of three 
dates in a warm-up for an arena tour later this 
year), Corgan is a rock hero not because he 
can so eloquently express literate-slacker ennui but 
because he can use that ennui as fodder for a killer 
pop song. Over the course of the band's two-and-a- 
half-hour set, the moody melodrama of Corgan's 
lyrics was consistently upstaged, and uplifted, by the 
dynamic beauty of his music and the exuberance 
of the group's playing. 

The concert began with a low-key, low-volume 
segment evocative of an Unplugged taping, in which 
the band members sat around the stage in what looked 
like their jammies and crafted organic-sounding 
variations on the recorded versions of their songs. 
Rather than try to recreate the grungy wall-of-sound on 
"Today," for instance, they achieved a stripped-down 
urgency centered on Corgan's coarse, pining vocals 
and rigorous acoustic guitar worlt. During "Beautiful," 
bassist D'Arcy— looking as spacey as ever in her 




elegant white nightgown— softly harmonized with 
Corgan. On the floor, kids swayed politely, cleariy eager 
for moshing time to begin. 

After a brief intermission, the Pumpkins reappeared 
in gloriously tacky '70s garb and thrashed out "The 
Bomb," "Zero," and "Fuck You (An Ode to No One)." 
From there the band segued into a scorching version of 
"1979," then into a series of numbers that offset 
psychedelic lyricism with blistering punk angst lha's 
rifflng ranged from savvy to inspired, at times evoking 
the Vekets' trippy, minimalist splendor It was a 
terrifically cathartic, liberating performance, but in the 
end Corgan didn't appear any closer to resoh/ing or 
even explaining his ambrvalence. Perhaps Smashing 
Pumpkins' frontman is merely, as he sang on "Zero," 
"in love with my sadness." That is, assuming he krtows 
what sadness is. elysa Gardner 



LUCINDA WILLIAMS 

Luna Parl<, Los Angeles 
January 22, 1996 

Since last releasing an album, In 1992, Luclnda 
Williams relocated from L.A. to Austin and then to 
Nashville. That practically qualifies as staying put 
and growing roots compared to the perpetual 
motion of the characters in the new songs she 
brought to L.A. for a series of shows that previewed 
material from her upcoming debut on Rick Rubin's 
American Recordings label. "This Is another road 
song," she said, introducing the sixth number— and 
sixth road song— of her second night at West 
Hollywood's Luna Park, spiking her words with an 
if-you-haven't-figured-thls-out-by-now wink. She 
even looked like a frontier scout hunting for new 
horizons in her cavalry cowgirl hat, blue blazer, and 
threadbare blue jeans. 

Car wheels on a gravel road; screen door 
slamming shut; the "Metal Firecracker" nature of 
life on a tour bus: The images went by like fence 
posts on the highway, though Williams threw a curve 
with the seventh song, the new "Right in Time," which 
is actually about wanting to stay with someone. But 
she quickly returned to themes with another new 
one she said was inspired by the photo books Juka 
Joints and Appslachian Portraits, a song about 
whole eras being left In the dust, which started with 



the line "You can't depend on anything, really" 

Fortunately, Williams isn't musically restless. Her 
new songs emphasize her gifts with unassumingly 
magnetic folk-rock-country-blues blends, fleshed 
out with effective, powerful economy by her band 
of longtime L.A. associates— guitarist Gurf Moriix, 
bassist Dr. John Ciambotti, and drummer Donald 
Lindley And she seems largely unaffected by her 
Nashville move, having resisted the seduction of 
the country mainstream machine despite the demi- 
fame and acceptance she earned as the Grammy- 
winning writer of IMary Chapin Carpenter's hit 
•Passionate Kisses' — a major development after 
years of struggle and the failure of such talented, 
newer names as the Jayhawks and Wilco to 
gain much commercial ground on either the rock 
or country side of their equations. 

Instead, Williams's victories seem to have 
strengthened her stance as an outsider placing 
her alongside such standouts as Jimmie Dale 
Gilmore and Steve Earie. The latter joined in the 
final encore on this night, a suitably rough-and- 
ready version of a duet they have on Earle's 
comeback album. Well, what did we expect? That 
she'd join the Nashville pinup parade alongside 
Shania Twain and Terri Clark? Not likely She's never 
been an exactly dynamic performer, sometimes 
having a bit of that deer-ln-the-headlights look. But 
it's her very lack of polish and showbiz concern that 
makes her all the more valuable, steve hochman 
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✓0 declares super joxij ^ed aJtot 
^pers guitarist ^ave 3{avarro, offering as prooj oj kis conviction tke 
city's name tattooed on tke lack oj kis need. S would never live anuwkere else. 



Navarro, drummer Chad Smith, and I are wedged into Newsroom, a trendy 
Beverly Hills restaurant/coffee house/media mill where omnipresent TV mon- 
itors serve up the latest from the E! network with your rice-milk cappucinos. 

"But I feel like the bad is taking over," says Smith, an unadulterated rock 
dude and Detroit native who, Navarro says, wrote the book on that city's 
Infamous evening of arson known as Devil's Night. "I wouldn't want my 
kids growing up here," admits Smith, who at age 33 seems to have settled 
down considerably sinca "I want to get out." 

Navarro, however, is undeterred. "I feel that we have everything, even 
the cliche of L.A. being this melting pot of people struggling to make it— the 
superficial what-klnd-of-a-car-do-you-have thing. In some breakfast-cereal 
kind of way, I love that. I really love how I never know how I'm going to feel 
when I wake up in the morning. This city is so powerful that at the flip of a 
coin it can make me feel on top of the world, or like the most insecure, vul- 
nerable person on the planet." 

As Talk Soup yammers in the background, Navarro suggests that we 
reconvene to his house in the Hollywood Hills. "Do you know where the 
Liquor Locker is, right across the street from the Coconut Teaser?" he 
asks, straddling a pristine Hartey parked on the street outside. "Do you 
know where Selma is?" 

Selma? Selma Avenue? That famous street of 1970s sleaze where male 
hustlers plied their trade in between brews at the Spotlight Lounge? The 
street immortalized forever in the TV Movie of the Week Alexander: The 
Other Side of Dawrt, sequel to Dawn: Portrait of a Teenage Runaway, 
where Eve Plumb's country-bumpkin-turned-Hollywood-hustler boyfriend 
tries to go straight, only to backslide into a sordid relationship with a 
homosexual football pro, played with aplomb by movie-of-the-week veteran 
Earl Holliman? 

But alas, Navarro was referring to the far west end of Selma, an entrance 
to a much tonier neighborhood, a locale that can serve as either the open- 
ing backdrop to a tale of ruin or the final frame in a lesson of redemption. It 
all depends on which version of the classic success story you're shooting. 
If the Red Hot Chili Peppers have been cast, though, then it's the happy 
ending you1l want. Hooray for HollywoodI 

I first heard the Red Hot Chili Peppers' latest, One Hot Minute, 

while driving on a fiercely treacherous stretch of the Hollywood Freeway, 
near the Universal City/Barham Blvd. exit. Having just returned from a long 
trip back East, I hadn't been behind the wheel of a car in weeks, and I des- 
perately missed the godlike rush that comes from navigating the death- 
defying California freeway system as guitars blare from your speakers and 
numb your senses. 

As I headed north into the valley. One Hot Minute provided the ideal 
soundtrack to weaving in and out of traffic at top speeds. When, on the 
record's first single, "Warped," Anthony Kiedis sings that his "tendency for 
dependency is offending me," he may t>e referring to drugs, Ixit as I passed 
the seven dwarves that hold up the roof of Disney's Burbank headquarters, 
the chorus — "warped and scared of being out there" — applied to another 
kind of addiction: to Los Angeles itself. 

L.A. is heroin in city form. Give yourself over to the alternately laconic 



and superheroic feeling induced by perpetual sunshine, blooming cacti, 
and the very real, if remote, possibility of becoming a "star" overnight, and 
you may become an addict for life. The Red Hot Chili Peppers are lifers. 

When the Chili Peppers burst onto the national scene in the mid-'80s 
with little more than a funk jones, some tube socks, and a Reagan-size 
degree of moxie, the buff foursome, led by childhood pals Kiedis and Flea, 
established themselves as the new ambassadors of SoCal hedonism, 
upholders of a sun-kissed tradition that includes Frankie frugging with 
Annette on the golden sands of Zuma Beach, Dennis and Brian Wilson 
waxing their woodies in Malibu, and Lizard King Jim Morrison waxing 
poetic on the Venice boardwalk. 

While the summer may have been endless, in the immortal words of 
Maureen McGovern, there's got to tie a morning after. And like the Beach 
Boys before them, underneath all that tanned musculature lurked some 
hungry demons. Internal strife, record-label wranglings, and a man-size 
appetite for drugs wreaked havoc on the group. In the aftermath of a string 
of L.A. disasters both natural and man-made, the joie de vivre the Chili 
Peppers so recklessly radiated around Tinsel Town quickly wore thin. And 
as heroin replaced Oscar as Hollywood's deity of choice, the casualties 
piled up: In 1988, guitarist Hillel Slovak died from an overdose; most 
recently. Peppers pal River Phoenix became another statistic outside 
Johnny Depp's appropriately named Viper Room on Halloween night, 1993. 

"My friends are so depressed," a line from "My Friends," could well t>e the 
subtitle of One Hot Minute, an album that charts the band's passage through 
a melancholic landscape nearly devoid of the sox-on-cox punk-funk that 
once characterized the Peppers. Deep purples and blood reds now domi- 
nate the foursome's musical palette, the result of both a newfound sobriety 
and a newfound guitarist: Dave Navarro, formerly of Jane's Addiction. If the 
Red Hot Chili Peppers were the Southland's rock'n'roll face of comedy, then 
Jane's Addiction were the glum mask of tragedy, summoning up the fetishis- 
tlcally dressed demons of Santeria at every gig. By joining forces with 
Navarro, the Red Hot Chili Peppers fused an unholy alliance, the likes of 
which had not been experienced in L.A. since Dennis Wilson introduced 
Charies Manson to record producer Terry Melcher. 

Contrary to what District Attorney Vincent Bugliosi said in 1970, it wasn't 
"Helter Skelter" that motivated Charlie and his clan, but rather rejection by 
the music industry. Unforgiving of failure (or worse, anonymity), this town 
can beat you up so brutally you wonder why you keep coming back for 
more. But some people, as Kiedis notes on "Aeroplane," like their pleasure 
"spiked with pain." 

As every 12-year-old girl must go through her "horse phase," so It 

seems every rock musician must go through his "death phase." I follow 
Smith and Navarro through the winding streets above Sunset Boulevard 
until we reached Navarro's split-level hillside home. Once inside, I realize 
that I have entered the lair of a full-blown Goth. There's a Ouija lx>ard on the 
dining room table, purple candles In the wrought-iron candelabra, prints of 
Francis Bacon's "Screaming Pope" and Andy Warhol's "Electric Chair" on 
the wall, and a coffin-cum-coffee table in the living room. All that's missing 
from the crushed velveteen is the tarantula In the terrarium and the pet rat 
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Whereas most boys who toy with the macabre do so merely as a pose, 
Navarro's preoccupation with death has iegitimate roots. When he was 15 
his mother and aunt were brutally stabbed to death in front of him by his 
mother's ex-boyfriend, who had an "insane, jealous fit of rage." 

"He was on the run for eight years," says Navarro, now 28. "And, believe 
it or not, they got him because of the show America's Most Wanted. We 
just got done with the trial last year. I was a key witness in the whole thing. 
It was a real heavy experience for me at IS, and it's affected every relation- 
ship I've t>een in since." 

Much has been made of the "dark" musical textures woven throughout 
One Hot Minute, and if you miss the uplift mojo of yore, don't whine at>out it 
to Navarro. "Funk by nature is more of a happy sound, and none of us were 
really feeling like that," he says. "I've never felt like that In my life. Right 



"Yeah, you could say I have 'mother issues.' ' Navarro laughs, 
then enthusiastically leads me downstairs to his dungeonlike 
boudoir. Immaculately neat, it contains a human skeleton at the 
foot of a black, canopied bed. "It's not real," he says. "I won't have 
a real human head in the house." Like a kid on Christmas morning 
showing off his new train set, Navarro opens his closet door to 
reveal an array of vinyl and rubber schmattes, a row of neatly 
arranged T-shirts (in varying shades of black), and the object of 
which he seemed most proud, a pair of black patent-leather 
pumps, size 12. 

I presume the rest of the band must have raided Navarro's 
wardrobe for their last two videos. The S&M-themed "Warped" 
featured a "controversial" same-sex make-out session between 
Navarro and Kiedis ("Perry [Farrell] and I used to kiss all the 
time," shrugs Navarro), and the genuinely weird video for "My 
Friends" finds our boys in formal ball gowns while trapped In a 
rowboat on a surrealist sea. "This one guy at Warner Bros, told us 
to stop making pretentious, faggy videos," laughs Rea when later 
quizzed. "I thought I looked really suave and handsome." 

Whether or not the gender-bending has alienated the band's 
rock-boy fan base Is anyone's guess. But so far, sales on One Hot 
Minute are perceived to be disappointing, even though many con- 
sider it the band's finest record; at press time, the album had sold 
1.1 million units here in the U.S., lingering at number 45 on the 
Billboard charts, despite heavy MTV airplay for both "Warped" 
and "My Friends." A third single, "Aeroplane," and a rescheduled 
tour might very well jump-start sales (an earlier tour had to be 
canceled when Chad Smith broke his wrist playing baseball). 
Even so, if the Chili Peppers' management tried in vain to per- 
suade them to excise the mano-a-mano smooch in the "Warped" 
video, they'll likely have a coronary when they get a gander at 
what Navarro shows me next. 

Turning on a video monitor over his bed, I am granted a 
screening of a rough cut of the Chili Peppers' stab at a rockumen- 
tary d la The Song Remains the Same. Mr. Navarro's segment fea- 
tures Smith in some sort of medieval metal-head executioner drag 
sporting a papier-mdch^ strap-on the size of a Scud. As for 
Navarro, who best resembles a Mexican dominatrix, he spends 
his camera-time t>eing prodded from behind with the aforemen- 
tioned phallus. 

"In the same vignette," Navarro tells me, grinning from ear to 
ear, "I purchase a baby off the black market." 

That's nice. I'm not sure what the intended effect of all of this subterfuge 
was, but rather than finding it shocking, or even titillating, I found the whole 
thing, well, cute. Instead of wanting to hump the guy — a very reasonable 
impulse — I felt like giving him a big, maternal hug. 

If you want to trace the origins of the Red Hot Chili Peppers, listen 

to "Deep Kick," a song that details the misadventures of the fabled Tom 
Sawyer and Huck Finn of rock: "I remember 10 years ago in Hollywood," 
sings Kiedis. "We did some good / And we did some real bad stuff / But like 
the Butthole Surfers always said / It's better to regret something you did / 
Than something you didn't do." 

Although Flea and Kiedis asked to be interviewed separately, their 



ten f^varro was 15. tiis mottier and aunt were li utatlu staged in 
rent oj dim, ki his motners iealous 



experience jor me. and its ajjected ei 

now I'm listening to Berlin l>y Lou Reed. That's how I feel most of the time. 
There's this song on there called 'The Bed.' " He sings: " "This is the place 
where she lay her head when she went to t>ed at night / This is the room 
where she took the razor and cut her wrists / That strange and fateful night.' 
That's the kind of music I relate to." 

I glance at the reading material on the coffin/coffee table: George 
Bataille's Story of the Eye, a work of nonflction called Looking at Death, 
and Dr. Seuss's Are You My Mother? It's this last one that really gets to me. 
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ruminations on life, love, and Los Angeles are almost identical — not unlike 
the telepathic connection many twins boast of when they're separated. 
Both feel increasingly alienated l}y Los Angeles — Flea: "I feel like I'm con- 
stantly under attack in this city"; Kiedis: "It's a stifling land of smog, vio- 
lence, and hate." Both extol the virtues of nature — Kiedis: "The power of 20 
mountains shaking at the same time is so divine!"; Flea: "I deal with very 
meaningful things in the mountains or the desert, like sky and rocks and 
dirt and water and wildlife and shit." Both worship at the altar of PJ Harvey — 
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Kiedis: "Fucking crazy for PJ"; Flea: "I met her and it was like, uhhh...wlll 
you marry me?" Both stash their gold records in the bathroom, both are 
fond of the word "immeasurably," both vehemently insist I see the movie 
Babe, and neither seems to own any shirts. 

"All my life I've been a very hectic, crazed person," admits 33-year-old 
Australian-born Michael Balzary, a.k.a. Flea, "with very high highs and very 
low lows and not a lot of grooving in the middles. At first I was proud of 
that. I was like, 'Fuck the middle of the river. I like the intense dynamic — 



dichotomy of his washboard abs and his chipped glitter nail polish. "Drug 
addiction is such a baffling, powerful thing. It's so difficult to understand 
how people can reach such a level of insanity and hurt themselves so t>ad. 
And especially kind, sensitive, smart, creative people. I've seen it so many 
times. I've had three close friends die, including River. I'm dealing with it 
right now with someone I love." 

He gestures to the phone as he awaits a call from a friend who has just 
recently and reluctantly checked into rehab. "I saw this person the other 
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that's how I want to live.' And it caughtXip with me — I Just crashed." 

Two punky houseguests are flopped in Flea's living room, watching a 
rerun of Mike Tyson's 15-second comeback fight on a wide-screen TV. I 
recognize one of them from the Nature Mart down in Los Feliz, where he 
was wandering around barefoot amidst the melatonin tablets and turkey 
jerky. He turns out to be a friend of Flea's who has just kicked heroin. 

I always knew the L.A. art-and-music world had its share of career 
junkies, and Kiedis's struggles have t>een well documented, but It still came 
as a bit of a shock to discover just how firmly the Chili Peppers scene is 
entrenched in the comfortably numb world of narcotics. Or, hopefully, was. 

"As long as there are people on this planet, there'll be people doing 
heroin, or something just like it," ruminates Flea, as I silently study the 
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day, and they're like on the verge of death," he explains, cleariy upset "Getting 
them into rehab, they nearly die detoxing. Trying to give someone hope and 
faith again after they lose It to drugs, it's such a scary, scary thing. I've done 
heroin plenty of times. But I was always too much of a wimp to get strung 
out. The next day I'd feel like such shit. I couldn't do the things that I loved 
to do. I didn't feel like playing music, I didn't feel like playing baskettiall." 

The phone rings, and it's the call Flea's been waiting for. We take a break 
and I poke around. Tacked onto the kitchen cupboard walls are drawings 
done by Flea's seven-year-old daughter, Clara. Though she divides her time 
between her father and mother (Flea's ex-wife, Loesha Zeviar, with whom 
he remains on cordial terms), Clara spends most of her time with Flea, 
even visiting him on tour. "She likes to stay in hotels and swim in the pools 
and get room service," he tells me later. "But I don't think it's a 
good place for her to be. 

"Every time I see her it's the most incredible thing in the world," 
he says. "It makes me feel really good when I can do things for 
her. I try to help her t>e a considerate, cool, creative person." 

In Flea's absence, I continue to snoop. Scattered among 
Clara's fingerpaintings are backstage snapshots of Tori Amos and 
Michael Stipe, and a fresh batch of photos of Flea and Kiedis's 
last wilderness trip to Alaska. When Flea returns from his clan- 
destine phone call, he appears visibly relieved. 

I ask how he progressed to the point where he could help other 
people with their addictions. 

"I had to work really hard to bring myself t>ack to t>eing healthy,* 
he replies. "Rick Rubin took me to learn to do transcendental med- 
itation, and that really helped me a lot. It kind of changed my life." 

Flea gives me the number of Gurmukh, the yoga instructor 
whose chanting, along with that of Flea and Rubin, can be heard 
throughout the song "Falling Into Grace." 

"I recommend a ritualistic meditation practice of some kind 
for everybody," he enthuses. "I think it's just the greatest thing in 
the world." 

If only Gurmukh had been able to come to the rescue of River 
Phoenix, i don't believe Phoenix's demise was for any lack of try- 
ing on Flea's part, though he is understandably reluctant to dis- 
cuss the sordid details of his friend's death. Rea contributed most 
of the lyrics to the song "Transcending," whose outro, "Fuck the 
magazines / Fuck the green machine," not only conveys anger at 
the media vultures who descended on his home soon after 
Phoenix's overdose but cautions against straying too close to the 
quicksand of celebrity. 

I tell him about one of the last phone messages Phoenix left on 
the answering machine ot h mutual friend "I'm Just trying to keep 
my head above water in this crazv business " 

"I don't think you can ever really get the brass ring," Flea con- 
tends. "It's the permanently dangling carrot in front of your face. 
River needed to find that feeling of smallness again." That feeling 
of smallness, he explains, is what One Hot Minute's most idio- 
syncratic track, "Pea," is all about. "I wrote it after I had just spent 
a lot of time in nature," he said. "I think I was in Costa Rica, far 
away from the city and money and power and material posses- 
sions. I get away and gain perspective and realize how insignificant 
all that shit is and how insignificant I am and that Just makes me 
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happy." He pauses. "It's also In particular about the time these guys beat 
the shit out of me at the Mayfair supermarket on Bronson and Franklin." 
Really? That's the celebrity Mayfair! 

"Yeah. This was ten years ago. I think I had a pink mohawk or some- 
thing and these redneck guys talked shit to me and I gave them the finger, 
so they beat the hell out of me. After they kicked my ass, I walked home 
about a block away, seeing stars and all bloody. I walked In the door and 
my old guitar player, Hillel, was stirring this big pot of lentils. He was this 
tall, skinny guy, and I walked in and was all beat up, and he was like, 'What 
happened?' and he was holding up his lentil spoon and I said, 'Oh, man, 
these guys kicked my ass at the Mayfair,' and he was like, 'Let's go get 
them. Come on, let's go get them.' And he just looked so skinny and he 
had the lentils and I was like, 'Oude, forget It, there's nothing we can do.' " 

Neither Flea nor Kledis has completely gotten over Hillel Slovak's 
overdose (It was the memory of Slovak that Flea conjured when he had 
to produce tears for his emotional close-up in Gus Van Sant's My 
Own Private Idaho). It was also the catalyst Kledis needed to clean 
up his act. "I feel very blessed because I was forced to discover the 
deepest and truest me," says Kledis, "and I probably wouldn't have 
taken the steps to accomplish that If I wasn't in the midst of a life- 
threatening disease. 

"What happened to Hillel Is a constant sadness and loss that Flea and I 
live with. But It's not something we go around feeling tragic about all the 
time. It's just the learning process and the living process and being happy 
for the experiences that we had when he was around, and the Immeasur- 
able wealth of knowledge that I gained from hanging out with this guy. And 
the same with River." 

Sitting by Kiedls's shimmering pool, near the Hollywood sign under 
which he practically grew up, I wonder where Phoenix would be today had 
he, like Kledis, eventually made his way out of the thick fog of drug addic- 
tion. "I sort of picture him singing and dancing and pulling his pants down," 
muses Kiedis, "you know, falling around and swimming in rivers." 

It's hard to imaglr>e someone like Kiedis, at age 33, twing a "survivor." Then 
again. Drew Barrymore was a recovered alcoholic at 13. Kiedis was Introduced 
to the fast lane by his scenester dad, a sometime actor known as Blackie 
Dammett, a name that needs no editorializing. Kledis has t>een clubbing 
since he was a "wee lad," dancing the nights away with older women at the 
famous Corral club in Topanga Canyon (where the Stone Poneys and the 
Eagles used to play), and hanging out "as a 12-year-old boy in a club full of 
sodomizing adults" at the Led Zeppellrv-approved Raintxnw Bar and Grill. 
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Kiedis has earned a reputation for being, well, to put It nicely, 
an arrogant fuck. Yet he has always struck me more as a Joe Dallesandro/ 
Merry Prankster hybrid; a good-looking, Immediately likable, fun- 
loving boy-toy that most every gay man and sexually primed woman 
over 30 has drooled over. Though he does have a tendency to sound 
like a smooth-talkin' New Age pimp, I never for a moment thought 
him disingenuous. 

"I really can't bear the process of reading about myself, and I can't 
really bear the process of looking at myself," he claims, contradicting 
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almost everything his detractors have alleged about his self-worship. "It's 
nonproductive for me and I don't want to be self-conscious." 

Not everyone can resist the power of their own celebrity. Before my ren- 
dezvous with Kledis, I had attended the 69th Annual Rudolph Valentino 
Memorial Service at the Hollywood Memorial Park cemetery behind the 
Paramount studio. Death took Rudy at a young age, a prerequisite for any 
legend. After the appropriately kooky service, I popped side two of One Hot 
Minute into my tape deck and drove past the Egyptian-themed, art-deco 
crypts where members of Hollywood's first generation — Marion Davies, 
Douglas Fairbanks, and Cecil B. DeMllle, to name a few — are buried. I lis- 
tened closely to One Hot Minute's "Tearjerker": "First time I saw you / You 
were sitting backstage in a dress / A perfect mess... / 1 liked your whiskers / 
And I liked the dimple in your chin / Your pale blue eyes." Suddenly, the 
song took on an altogether different meaning from the one I had first 
ascrit)ed to it. I needed to ask its author a question. 
"Is 'Tearjerker" about Kurt Cobain?" 
"I don't know," responds Kledis. 
"Did you write It?" 
"Yes." Kledis eyes me suspiciously. 
"You don't want to answer that, do you?" 
"Umm...that song is just at>out love. It's a love song." 
I respect Kiedis's wish to remain detached — with love, of course, 
as 12-step rhetoric goes. "Imagine me taught by tragedy," he sings on "My 
Friends." If only recovery were something that could be bottled and sold 
next to Calvin Klein's Obsession, then maybe some of Kiedis's friends 
would still be here. One of those friends (or former friends) is ex-Chlll 
Peppers guitarist John Frusciante. It's difficult to get anyone to talk about 

continued on page 120 
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Marker, and Duke Erikson. 



Garbage are standing on a pier looking out at the ocean. Suddeniy 

Butch Vig spots something and points. "What's that?" he wonders. Steve 
Marlcer squints. "Three seals?" he guesses. "I don't think so," says Duke 
Eriltson. Shirley Manson pulls out her binoculars and checlcs. "Oh my 
God," she pants. They realize it's the sopping heads and flailing arms of 
Courtney Love, Kim Deal, and Alanis Morissette. They're sinldng fast. 
There's only time to rescue one of them. Which alternative-rocl( superstar 
does Gartiage decide to save? 

"Courtney Love," says Manson. "Definitely. Undoubtedly." 

"I have to say Courtney or she'll kicl< my ass," says Vig after a nervous 
pause. "I'd probably want to swim out and save Kim first, but I thinlc she 
could malce her own way bacl( to shore." 

"Actually," says Erikson, "Courtney couM save KierseK I'd have to go for Kim." 

"And now I feel really rotten about poor Alanis," says Manson. 

"I'll save Alanis," says Marlcer 



"We're all pretty p.c. here," says Vig. "So let's say we'd rent a tugboat and 
drag all of them t>ack to shore." 

"Fuck pc.," says Manson. "We'd save Courtney." 

Actually, Garbage are sitting around an ashtray-clogged table in the bar 
of West (Hollywood's Mondrian Hotel. The closest thing to a body of water 
is the round of rum and tonics that Vig, Marker, and Manson have just 
raised in toast to Erikson. It's his birthday ("old enough to know better" is 
as close as he'll come to revealing his age). Erikson, who looks fortyish, is 
a tall, lean man with a kindly, goofball demeanor. Big-boned Steve Marker, 
laid-back Shakespeare look-alike Butch Vig, and birthday boy Duke Erikson 
have been friends and on-and-off bandmates for years. Vig, of course, is 
the record producer of the past half-dozen years. As Neverminds sonic 
architect, he gave grunge its tone of voice, and his light yet serious touch 
taught punk bands all over the world how to crash the airwaves without 
sacrificing their edge. More recently, through his work with Smashing 
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Pumpkins, Sonic Youth, U2, and Nine Inch Nails, he helped drag art-rock 
Into the '90s. The guy's a bona fide knob-twiddling god, but in person he's 
friendliness incarnate. 

Surprisingly, so is Shirley Manson. Based on Garbage's videos, I'd 
expected someone surly and slouchy and defiantly sensual. In fact, she's 
very alert, very funny, speaks with a dense Scottish brogue, and has the 
tense, imploding posture of someone who's a lot more comfortable with her 
mind than with her body. So I guess I can cross off the question an over- 
heated acquaintance begged me to ask. Namely, is the rumor true that 
she's an ex-junkie and ex-prostitute? Still, what the hell. 

"What?!" Manson laughs, then leans into the tape recorder, all serioso. 
"Yes, I was a junkie and I was a prostitute and I enjoyed doing txith." 

"She's only a singer as a sideline," says Erikson. "But prostitution is her 
first love." 

"Ws funny," says Vig. "Guys come up to me a lot and ask what Shirley's like." 




"What do you say?" wonders Manson. 

Vig affects a makeshift brogue. "That she's jus' a wee shite from Scotland." 

Shirley Manson, 29, lives in Edinburgh, Scotland, and travels to her 
bandmates' hometown of Madison, Wisconsin, for aesthetic powwows and 
recording sessions. It would be convenient for everyone involved if Manson 
relocated there, but Edinburgh has been her only home since childhood, 
and she's staying, despite that most of her life there has been, in her 
words, "a shambles, a stream of mishaps. I never knew what to do," she 
says. "I never had a sense of what I wanted to be. I completely flunked out 
of school. I got totally into boys and smoking and drinking and being a pain 
in the ass." The opportunity to sing and play in bands "fell into my lap," she 
says, "without any effort on my part." 

Still, Manson has managed to earn her keep playing in bands for ten 
years now. And it was in a video by one of these bands, Angelfish, that Vig 
spotted her and knew at a glance that he. Marker, and Erikson had found 
the frontperson for their then-unfocused musical experiments. So how 
much of her moody, attitude-tossing persona is pure personal expression. 



and how much of it is her idea of what a female rocker should project? 

"Basically I'm true to myself and how I see the world," says Manson. 
"But I wouldn't wear a see-through dress because I think it would be miscon- 
strued, and people would get off on it for the wrong reasons." 

Some Gartiage fans were surprised to open last October's Elle magazine 
and find a multi-page spread of Manson modeling the dresses of trendy 
fashion designer Moschino. "A lot of people have told me I shouldn't have done 
it," she says, "that I'm an intelligent woman and I shouldn't be seen that way. 
But I say, 'Fuck it.' I enjoy putting on beautiful clothes and having fun. I'm 
totally into that girly side. And it made my mum absolutely beside herself 
with excitement. When you've spent your whole life being a loser, to say to 
your mum, 'I'm going to t>e in American Elle magazine....' You have no idea...." 

Garbage, or certain of its members, anyway — Vig and Manson for sure — 
were nervous going into this interview. When I casually mention about ten 
minutes in that I admire their self-titled debut album, Manson literally col- 
lapses in her chair and whispers, "Oh, thank God." Reaction to Garbage's 
remarkably self-possessed debut has ranged from admiration to, well, sus- 
picion. The notion of three studio geeks selecting their sexy lead singer In 
much the same manner one might order up a video from The Box does 
seem a bit chilly. Pair that with Manson's emotionally estranged, complicat- 
edly flirtatious vocals, and the group's subtle incorporation of techno and 
trip-hop rhythms, and you can see why skeptics have questioned just how 
dark their darkness really is. So how calculated is Garbage? 

"People never believe us when we say this," says Vig. "But we didn't sit 
down and map out the blueprint of the perfect t>and or anything." 

According to Vig, the genesis of Garbage's layered, promiscuous sound 
lies in some remixing work that he, Erikson, and Marker did for the bands 
House of Pain and U2 several years back. Having been given the green light 
to remake/remodel tracks to their hearts' content, they wound up throwing 
in every musical style that even remotely Interested them: hip-hop, punk, 
noise, techno, and so on. Afterwards, they took the leftovers home, decon- 
structed them, sampled them, added to them, and essentially built their 
debut from the magnetic particles up. It's not for nothing that they called It 
and themselves Garbage. And the band's meticulous self-consciousness 
carries over to their videos as well. 

"When we started the band, we didn't want to tour," says Vig. "So videos 
were very important. While we were making the record we rented films all 
the time — " 

"A lot of avant stuff," says Marker. "David Lynch, Brazil, Wim Wenders, 
Blade Runner." 

"But we're all very opinionated," continues Vig, "so there were a lot of 
disagreements on the first two videos. I'd get an idea that the rest of the 
band wasn't into — " 

"Like that I should bo buck naked," says Manson. 

"Shirley's going to swing on a vine," adds Vig. 

"Spreading my legs as I come toward the camera," laughs Manson. 

Videos are, in fact, the reason Garbage have ended up in L.A. At five A.M. 
tomorrow they'll be chauffeured to a downtown warehouse where the 
redoubtable Samuel Bayer will help them concoct clips for the next two 
singles, "Only Happy When It Rains" and "Stupid Girl." The night's still 
young, but not for them. Several rounds of rum and tonics have taken 
effect. And Manson looks worried. 

"I'm feeling guilty about the Courtney, Kim, Alanis question," she says. 
"Because when I was growing up I thought Kim Deal was the most brilliant 
woman in rock." 

Okay, I tell them, picture this: You're standing on that same dock. This 
time you look out and see Trent Reznor, Billy Corgan, and Michael Stipe 
struggling against the waves. Again, there's only time to save one of them. 
Who will it be? 

"Oh, fuck," says Manson. 

The band visibly tenses up, stares off. 

"Well," says Manson very carefully, "Billy could get home by himself. I'd 
probably take Michael tiecause he seems weaker to me. He'd need my help" 

"Trent would probably make it to shore okay, too," says Vig. 

"Yeah, I have the feeling that Michael can't swim too well," says Erikson. 

They sink into an uncomfortable silence. I'm clicking off the tape 
recorder when, all of a sudden, Manson gets this big, sardonic grin and 
leans into the microphone. 

"And Michael would feel the best when he's soaking wet," she says. • 
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Country squires Son Volt: 
from left, Jim Boquist, 
Dave Boquist, Jay Farrar, 
and Mike Heidorn. 




With their timeless 
talesof dislocation, 
Lay Farrar and . 

in volt stoke the 
Sleepy coals of 

Jim Yvalsh sweeps 
out the ashes. 
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Pachydenn Studio in Cannon Fails, Minnesota, is a 35-miniite drive from the Twin Cities. 

Barns, cornfields, and silos rise up from the prairie flatland. The studio is tucked away off a 
two-lane county road that leads to few, if any, of the modern-day amenities (I.e., bars and 
restaurants) usually required of the long-term recording experience. Inside, the sound room Is 
flanked by enormous floor-to-celling windows that look out onto a hill of pine trees, their 
branches weighed down by freshly fallen snow. It Is a fairy-tale cottage, an amphitheater of 
wilderness, the ideal record-making retreat. 

The studio's small foyer holds the building's lone concession to music-biz glitz. Hanging on 
the wall above a coffee table and across from a modest kitchenette are gold and platinum 
records of projects hatched at Pachyderm — Nirvana's In Utero, Live's Throwing Copper, Soul 
Asylum's Grave Dancers Union, The Beavis and Butt-head Experience — an alternative-rock wall 
of fame. But poetically, on this frigid January night there rests on the coffee table a copy of ttie 
Country Music Encyclopedia, stolen from the East Lake t>ranch of the Minneapolis public llt>rary. 
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The thieves are the members of Son Volt, 
who are holed up at Pachyderm for a few days 
with country singer Kelly Willis. As producer 
Brian Paulson sits in the control room mixing 
Willis's "Fading Fast," a song slated to appear 
on the soundtrack to Winona Ryder's new film, 
She's Not There, a pin-drop of a jam session 
has broken out in the recording room. Singer- 
guitarist Jay Farrar sits on a piano bench with 
his acoustic guitar, bookended by Willis and 
bassist Jim Boquist. They slide into songs 
effortlessly, no particular place to go, no threat 
of one-upmanship. Willis and Farrar's voices 
melt into each other like butter and brown sugar 
on oatmeal, the same way they did on Townes 
Van Zandt's "Rex's Blues," their duet from last 
year's Red, Hot ar>d Bothered compilation. 

At frrst, it's just the three of them, playing 
evergreens by Loretta Lynn, Tammy Wynette, 
Gram Parsons, Kitty Wells. Drummer Mike 
Heidorn ambles in, leans on the piano, and 
absent-mindedly taps a tambourine before 
grabbing a banjo. Multi-instrumentalist Dave 
Boquist arrives after putting his toddler son 
Shane down for a nap in the adjoining house, 
and picks up a mandolin. Lyrics and gui- 
tar parts are guessed at. A language is 
formed. A spell is cast. When Farrar 
begins the chords to an old Merle 
Haggard song, the verse gets mumbled, 
but everyone knows the chorus, or 
enough so to belt it out: "I'm proud to be 
an Okie from Muskogee / A place where 
even squares can have a ball." 

Times being what they are. Son Volt are squares. Their 
debut album, Trace, is a throwback to squares-in-their-own-time the Byrds, 
the Louvin Brothers, and Creedence Clearwater Revival. In a musical milieu 
starved for authenticity, Farrar and Son Volt are the real deal, and at the 
forefront of a small but growing army of country screw-ups such as Blue 
Mountain, the Bottle Rockets, Tarnation, the Geraldine Fibbers, and the 
now-defunct Jayhawks. That Trace, a dense, damaged soundscape of lost- 
highway imagery and emotional breadcrumbs, has sold a relatively paltry 
50,000 copies doesn't bother its makers, who measure success not by 
modern-rock airplay or 720 Minutes appearances but by how effectively 
they contribute to an ongoing tradition. 

The center square, Farrar, grew up in tiny Millstadt, Illinois, and attended 
high school in the nearby East St. Louis suburb of Belleville, an industrial 
town whose most famous exports are Stag beer, Jimmy Connors, and 
Buddy Ebsen, a.k.a. Jed Clampett on The Beverly Hillbillies. For Farrar, 
who worked on a farm and in his mother's used-paperback store, small- 
town life proved both suffocating and inspiring. "A place like Belleville can 
definitely make you feel isolated," he says the morning after the Willis ses- 
sion, poking at a breakfast of scrambled eggs, toast, and coffee. "There 
was a sort of ever-present drive to just get out. And being in a band pro- 
vided the means to do that." 

Farrar's father, who worked for the Army Corps of Engineers, collected 
old cars and musical instruments, and a bounty of mandolins, banjos, gui- 
tars, and accordions jammed their household. The youngest of four boys, 
Jay picked up the guitar at age 1 1 , and his parents and his brothers — John, 
Wade, and Dade — have all played or still do play. "His whole family can be 
quite a good band," confirms Heidorn, whose older sister Kelly married 
Dade (they've since divorced). "It's very musical when you go over there. 
You always pick up the guitar or piano, and Pop always has an accordion 
or a harmonica. It's quite fun." 

Fun, yes, but the 29-year-old Farrar admits it might also have been 
something of a crutch. "There was quite a bit of non-communication 
involved, growing up," says Farrar. "Except on a musical level. But it's 
better now. We do communicate a lot easier ttian we did." 

Farrar's non-communication partially contributed to the 1994 demise 




of Uncle Tupelo, the seminal 
country-rock band Heidorn 
and Farrar co-founded with 
Jeff Tweedy, who has gone on 
to form Wilco and release his 
own album, A.M. Farrar says 
he sent Tweedy a note to 
express his admiration for the 
Wilco record, but the high 
school buddies haven't talked, 
as Tweedy puts it, since "the 
last note Uncle Tupelo played." 

"It's kind of strange, but we 
went through a lot of mercurial 
times together," says Farrar. 
'So I'm sure at some point 
we'll probably see eye to 
eye again and do something 
together...." That sentence, like 
most of Farrar's sentences, 
trails off. In both conversation 
and concert, his eyelashes 
flutter like a fighter's hands 
fending off jabs to the face. He 
seems much more comfort- 
able asking questions — trying to turn an artificial situa- 
tion, like an interview, into something real, like a con- 
versation — than answering them. 

Farrar has been described as painfully shy ("I'm 
not a joke teller," he understates at one point; "I 
guess I don't exude a whole lot of personality"), and 
in public, such reticence has been construed as 
stage fright. "Yeah," he says. "Not necessarily, 
though, because — I don't know. I have the same sort 
of trouble expressing myself one-on-one, so It's only 
partial stage fright." Still, playing music is his preferred 
n>ode of communication. "It can be a cathartic thing to do," he says. "There 
are a lot of things you can say with music that are harder to say verbally." 

Which is largely the appeal of Trace, a picture book of road images and 
sepia-toned snapshots that starts off with "Windfall," a timeless song built 
around the timeless chorus "May the wind take your troubles away." "That 
was written after I had come off the road with Uncle Tupelo," Farrar 
explains. "At that time, the idea of getting in a car and driving alone 
appealed to me." 

After Uncle Tupelo broke up, Farrar moved to New Orleans with his high 
school-sweetheart-turned-fianc6e, but returned to St. Louis because he 
missed his family and the change of seasons. Before recording Trace, he 
spent time driving from New Orleans to St. Louis, where Heidorn lived, and 
Minneapolis, where the Boquists resided. Along the way, Farrar forged a 
strong alliance with the Mississippi River, a bond that is positively mud- 
baked into all 1 1 tracks on Trace. 

"It just allowed for a lot of time to reflect," he says of his journey. "There 
weren't a lot of distractions, so it was good in that sense. Just to have time 
alone." As breakfast winds down, Farrar smokes cigarettes and puts his 
gum, which he had stuck to the side of the ashtray, back in his mouth. 
When he says goodbye, that voice, so richly confident on the Uncle Tupelo 
and Son Volt records, is almost a whisper. It's the whisper of a man out of 
his element: a paradox that perhaps only musicians can appreciate. 

"If you've played music for a long time," says Dave Boquist, sitting at a 
Mexican restaurant that night in Minneapolis, "the songs, the music, 
the instruments, all become a part of your family. Your confidants. Some- 
times I think that it's possible if you're outside of that environment, it's sort 
of like being without something you're close to. I know I go nuts if I'm 
away from music, or my instruments, for a long period of time. I'm some- 
what miserable." 

Maybe people who play music are drawn to it out of a very basic need. 
Maybe they just need something to do with their hands. 

"Some people don't, but a lot of people do," he says. "Some people are 
very cerebral, and can dream a little. We do manual labor." • 
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The mythologizing of the seldom-heard is an ancient arrogance — more than 
50 years ago, Otis Ferguson, the Lester Bangs of jazz criticism, snorted that 
' the accepted way of writing about a jazz hero is to put in apocryphal 
details, such as he went to Chicago to make one of the hottest records in the 
world, of which I own the only copy personally; and then he went to pieces and made 
some records even you can buy, only they're no good.' " A 1930s record collector wrote 
of his fellow devotees: "I never met a beginner who has not gone out immediately to 
educate the public. .against the greatly overrated 
musicians who were 'too commercial.' " ^^^^J^^Vfe 



^^^^ ■ contemporary code 

, for these kinds of sentiments, which is why 

the commercial success of alternative rock has strained the term 
to its breaking point — and beyond. With the Pearl Jam/Nirvana/Green Day/Soundgarden 
copycat bands; with Alanis Morissette blurring into the women from Garbage, Ruby, and 
Salt; with, you know, all the artists SPIN covers religiously, we're once again in dire need of 
some boundary stretchers; an alternative to alternative. But It can't only be the latest 
wrinkle in "post-rock" obscurantism; that's just the underground's equally hidebound 
version of the "new faces" hype machine. 

So this section honors artists who represent the best way out of the alternative morass: 
genuine experimentation that acknowledges the bars of orthodoxy, then wiggles through 
whole. It's Afghan Whigs' Greg Dulli revolting from grunge orthodoxy, the Fugees revolting 
from hip-hop orthodoxy, James Carter and Cassandra Wilson reinventing jazz; yet each 
making sure grunge, hip-hop, and jazz fans will want to come along for the ride. It's sanely 
insane lifetime mavericks like Scott Walker and Will Oldham, or the sanctuary given 
to electronic experimentalists by the British indie label Mo'Wax. The best alternative to 
alternative provides a perch for the future. As Perry Farrell showed with Lollapalooza long 
ago, hackneyed flinches from the norm aren't nearly enough. 
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Black souls: Afghan Whigs, 
from left, Rick McCollum, 
Paul Buchignani, Greg Dulli, 
and John Curley. 




Any love is good love," cracks Greg 
Dulli. leaning back in the one funky 
cafe open on this snowy Cincinnati 
Sunday, letting his big face fill 
up with a mouse-eating grin. Dulli's got a lot of 
torn in him; he has cat eyes, almost orange in 
a certain light, the type that focus better in the 
dark. And there's that smile, the first step in 
a seduction that's made the Afghan Whigs' 
30-year-old leader the kind of dangerous 
heartthrob who gets bras and panties thrown 
at him while his band churns through tales 
of romance gone down a gravel road. 

"I stick with the classics," hedges Dulli, when 
I probe a little about the noirish scenarios that 
dominate his songs. "Lying, betrayal, lust, hate, 
decay. " Across from him sits Whigs bassist John 
Curley, 30, a sweetie himself, but more a brother 
than a crush. As we talk about the Whigs' fourth 
album, Black Love, it becomes clear that none of 
us can quite figure Dulli's metamorphosis from 
ordinary child with glasses, braces, and allergies 
into grunge's number one lover man. 

Dulli's a born flirt — he charms his friends, his 
fans, even Curley's Black Labrador. And he's 
worked hard to absorb the love lessons of his 
favorite soul slingers. So it comes as no surprise 
that Dulli's idea of a man's man is one who 
belongs to ttie ladles. "Greg was a mama's boy," 
Curley reveals at one point, and Dulli quickly 
agrees. "I've had a close friendship with my motfier 
since I was two years old," he confesses. "She's 
just very nurturing. I drew comic books, and she 
encouraged me. She snuck me into tap-dancing 
lessons t>ehind my dad's back. My dad was the 
Man, but my mom could always get around it." 

Dulli likes to shoot the shit witti the boys, 
talking baseball and burping unapologetically. 
But he also wants to hang around the girls, learn 
their secrets, make them smile. "At some point 
we realized we gladly wanted women to come to 



our shows, " he says. "How many indie-rock shows 
have you been to where you're one of four girls? 
We want to create a different kind of mood." 

The mood at Ultrasuede, the studio Curley 

co-owns, where the Whigs rehearsed and 
polished Black Love, is set by the rose glow 
radiating from the stained-glass skylight in the 
foyer. Behind it there's a little cubbyhole cut into 
the wall where, Curley smirks, the space's 
former owners used to hold intimate "auditions." 
The room's tawny wood paneling and red-and- 
black shag carpet could have been lifted from 
the Ohio Players' den. Literally: The studio was 
once owned t>y the Calloway brothers of '70s 
soul sensations Midnight Star, and no doubt the 
composers of Honey dropped by on occasion. 
Bootsy Collins definitely did. 

"Bootsy gave Babyface his nickname right in 
this studio," enthuses Dulli. Like Quentin Tarantino, 
Dulli's a popKiulture junkie who grabbed a fistful 
of glamour from a lifetime of watching and 
listening. He's worked in three record stores and 
knows four versions of Donny Hafhaway's "The 
Ghetto." He owns rare video footage of James 
Brown and Sly & the Family Stone, and has 
conducted an informal study of how Prince, his 
ultimate idol, copped moves from both progenitors. 

"When we played at First Avenue in 
Minneapolis [the club featured in Prince's Purple 
Rain], it was like a religious pilgrimage," Curley 
recalls later. "They hadn't painted over the mark 



where Prince stood during filming. We were all 
walking up to it, didn't want to get too close — ' 

"But I got to stand in it," Dulli exclaims. "And I 
had them introduce us as the Revolution. Prince 
is the only person in modern music who was 
the entire package," he raves on. "When he was 
in his prime, he was un-fucking-touchable." 

As we leave the studio, Curley reaches into a 
mammoth safe for a few videos to watch later. 
"Ill t>et that safe was made In Hamilton, Ohio," 
says Dulli. "It^ the safe capital of the world." 
A portrait of a rustic riverside cabin adorns ttie 
front of the safe. "Ifs a pastoral view of my 
house," snickers Dulli. "Not really. I grew up in 
a sutxlivision. Ordinary tract home. It was on 
the river, though." 

K was in Hamilton, a small town 20 miles 

north of Cincinnati, that Dulli first integrated his 
musical tastes. "I played a lot of basketball as a 
kid," he remembers. "For white kids, once you've 
mastered the opposition in your neighborhood, 
you go in search of a better game. And tfuit meant 
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going across the river, a quarter mile away. I got 
hipped to Brick and L.T.D. at my friends' houses 
there, the black music white people didn't listen 
to. But I liked rock, too. All we've tried to do as a 
tiand Is shove them together." 

The Whigs refined their transgressive soul on 
the Sub Pop EP Uptown Avondale, a collection 
of R&B covers shot down a black hole. They 
went a giant step further with 1993's Gentlemen, 
a 100-proof distillation of cruel romance that is 
still alternative rock's final word on the subject. 
Black Love takes Gentlemen's clenched-teeth 
energy and blows it up into a wail. Drawing from 
the Who and Pink Royd as well as Stevie Wonder, 
it's the furious flip side of the cool soundtrack 
Dulli helped construct for the Ted Demme movie 
Beautiful Giris, which features the Whigs — Dulli, 
Curley. guitarist Rick McCollum, and drummer 
Paul Buchignani — attacking soul classics by 
Barry White and Frederick Knight. "Black music 
is just more openly emotional," Dulli explains. 
"It's the difference between an indie-rock white 
boy whispering something into the microphone, 



or Teddy Pendergrass coming in and saying, 
'You got you got you got what I WANT!' " 

Dulli knows the moral risks of mining the soul 
canon. "As a white person, the minute you 
acknowledge you like black music you have to 
defend yourself." While Black Love's title clearly 
carries an interracial overtone, Dulli's other 
inspirations — Kenneth Anger's book Hollywood 
Babylon and the work of ambulance-chasing 
photographer Weegee — suggest a broader 

story about the shadowy borders that any urban 
dweller could end up crossing. "Compulsion is 
an accurate word to describe the mood I'm 
looking for," admits Dulli. After all, that's the 
t>eating heart of soul music; lieneath the 
sublime smoothness and the bubbling groove 
is hunger. 

"I just move around a lot," explains Dulli, 

as he tries to descrit>e the wild loop he's made 
from Cincinnati to points unknown and back 
again. Since the mid-'80s, he's lived in Los 
Angeles, Phoenix, Minneapolis, and Chicago, 



and he now splits his time t>etween a rented 
house in Seattle and a makeshift bed on 
Curley's floor. "I don't know why he moved to 
Seattle," laughs Curley's wife, Michelle. "He's 
here most of the time." 

Maybe all that wanderlust is in his blood; his 
dad worked for the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. 
Dulli, though, doesn't speak to his father 
anymore. "Not in any horrible, bad way," he 
says. "We just don't have anything in common, 
and there's no sense sticking two people in a 
room who bug each other." The Whigs did 
record the sound of train brakes on the tracks 
near Ultrasuede; mixed in with a bit of church 
organ remembered from a Catholic childhood, it 
begins and ends Black Love. 

But Dulli's not haunted by Cincinnati, merely 
tired of it. Seattle offered a change, and change 
is his most serious addiction. And though he 
hates coffee and won't eat fish, he likes the 
Northwest air and the water, and his buddies 
from Sub Pop. "I'm kind of a hick," he says. "I 
like being around trees." 

Cincinnati has trees, if not much else. It's an 
in-between town where you make your own 
excitement as long as you can, then slip out. 
Tonight, in the middle of the Blizzard of '96, 
Curley decides the fun is on Straight Street — 
he's going to ski it. We drive over to the hill, 
which is indeed straight, and steep; Curley piles 
out, adjusts his goggles, and pushes off. Dulli 
affectionately watches him slalom downward. 
"There are three things that make John happy," 
he says. "Computers, skiing, and pot." 

As we play ski lift to Curiey, Dulli confesses to 
an unexpected discomfort with the rock-star role. 
I ask how it felt to t)ecome a sex god in the wake 
of Gentlemen. "Would you explain that to mo?" 
he huffs. "To this day I'm shocked at>out that." 

Oh, please, I protest What about the "Debonair" 
video, in which you're transformed into Richard 
Roundtree? What atx>ut Congregation's "Conjure 
Me," with the naked t>abe plopped in your lap? 

"We were dating, though." 

Dulli's songs of seduction and t>etrayal might 
lead a listener to an ot)vious conclusion: that he's 
a womanizer, a player, a dog. But he's also the 
kind of gooft>all who quotes Monty Python, Jumps 
on the hood of your car as you back out the 
driveway, and lovingly boasts of having introduced 
John and Michelle. He wants to be everybody's 
favorite. And he usually gets his way. 

The day after the snowstorm, I'm stuck in 

Cincinnati, just like Greg Dulli. "It's 50 degrees 
in Seattle," he moans. We talk for a while at>out 
hometowns. Tonight, Dulli will watch college 
basketball with old friends. But soon hell be 
gone. "I'm enjoying myself," he says An old 
saying I learned from my mother pops into my 
head. "Curiosity killed the cat," I warn. 

He throws me his wicked grin and replies, 
with a phrase he might have learned from his 
own mother: "Satisfaction brought it back." • 
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> f you're seeking a hip new genre — something that 
sells few records, has a rabid hard-core following, 
and will never be on MTV — then you could do a lot 
I worse than jazz. The style may be older than 
penicillin, but jazz is currently one of the most explosive 
scenes going, full of firebrands and daredevils, brilliant 
virtuosos and playful stylists, all nf)essing with a tradition 
that's way more contentious than "old school" or "indie." 

Possibly the tiaddest is James Carter, a ferocious 
27-year-old saxophonist whose live appearances create 
an almost rock-star electricity, and wtiose two recent records, TTie Roal 
Quietstorm (Atlantic Jazz) and Jurassic Classics (DlW/Columbia), have 
topped just at>out every critic's poll. Channeling the raw, brawling mojo of 
the saxophone's earliest heroes — Coleman Hawkins, Lester Young, Illinois 
Jacquet — with an avant-gardist's sense of freedom and adventure, Carter is 
a phenomenon particular to this unique moment in Jazz^ tumultuous history: 
a time when swing, bebop, free-jazz, and R&B are merging into one palette. 

He^ also a study in tt>e unque musical inheritarKe of his generation, 
players born 20 years after bebop, raised on Hendrix, the Beatles, Motown, 
and rap. Carter's particular backdrop is Detroit "I was the youngest of five 
siblings, all of whom were musk^l," he recalls. "And my fotfier played a 
righteous radio. I'd wake up hearing Sly & the Family Stone, Jimi Hendrix, or 
the Beatles and go to sleep hearing Miles playing Duke." His brother, an 
occasional guitarist with kx:al heroes Pariiament-Funkadelic, led Carter to try 
playing music. 

Then, at age 1 1 , Carter experienced what alcoholics refer to as a 
moment of clarity. "I started checking out Lester Young and Coleman 
Hawkins, and that was it" A young jazz disciple is not exactly understood 
by his peers — it's a bit like t>eing a mid-'70s punk in Missoula, Montana, 
only much weirder. "Once I started really practicing, the fellas got on me," 
says Carter, whose heavy-lidded eyes and tough charisma don't exactly 



Jazzing up Jazz: 
James Carter playing 
soprano sax. j 



t>espeak nerddom. "I wasn't there anymore to play l)askett>all and they kind 
of equated being a musician with l>eing like a dancer, like some cat with 
leotards and tights." It's testament to the strange and profound power of the 
calling that jazz will claim well-adjusted kids, not just misunderstood loners 
seeking a sulKulture. 

Carter's saxophone literacy includes t>oth Texas shouters and avant- 
garde demons, and his non-jazz listening is also absurdly fer-ranging — 
from opera star Enrico Caruso to the Wu-Tang Clan, Public Enemy, Biggie 
Smalls, and Craig Mack. "I particularly like Busta Rhymes and 01' Dirty 
Bastard, because of their phrasing. Like 01' Dirty, he's just leaning into it, 
behind the t>eat, like 'Rappin'n' is what's happenin' / Get the pockets 
flappin'n' the hands clappln'n'.' He's swinging!" 

Surprising talk from a man whose upcoming record. Conversing With the 
Elders (Atlantic Jazz), will feature such stalwart old-timers as saxophonist 
Buddy Tate and Count Basle trumpeter Harry "Sweets" Edison. But part of 
Carter's magic is the ability to hear the pop in jazz and vice versa. "It's all 
music," says Carter, who is clearly not copping a platitude. "Like, I hear a 
whole lot of jazz in P-Funk, the big fat chords from the vocalists, the 
grooves. It all relates. It's just how you use it." 

How you use it — that's probably the key issue for today's jazz musicians. 
Having amassed such an incredible body of literature in its 70-odd-year 
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history, jazz presents a tremendous challenge to artists 
dedicated to malting something new. Among a slew of 
celebrated young pianists, the French-born Jacky 
Terrasson, 30, stands out as a stunning technician with an 
almost perverse knacl< for invention. Exploding and 
refiguring both standards and Stevie Wonder hits, his self- 
titled debut used spellbinding pianisms to make the familiar 
strange. His new album, appropriately titled Reach (Blue 
Note), is a strikingly proficient recontextualization of the 
past, which matters in jazz more than in any other music. 

Terrasson came to jazz from classical music, which he 
studied exclusively until, at age 12, he heard Bud Powell and was hooked. 
But that didn't mean he simply added Powell tunes to his set list; he had 
found an entirely new calling. To me, Jazz is a way of discovering yourself, 
to scratch and be more edgy, try to find your own voice." I PDentlon Cecil 
Taylor, a pounding, demonic piano legend. "He was totally new, but at the 
same time totally musical. You find things by messing with a melody 
without destroying it. But then, sometimes that's all right too." 

Despite punk-esque talk of crashing and destroying, for jazz musicians 
style always requires prodigious skills, an almost cultish lifelong commitment. 
Guitarist Charlie Hunter, 27, agrees. "As far as punk or something goes, 
t)eing into jazz was just so much further out that it's ridiculous. It was 
considered completely weird, like being a Hare Krishna." Already heralded 
for his guitar style — an eye-popping technique in which he plays basslines, 
chords, and melodies on the same eight-string instrument — Hunter is also 
a standout for his band's mixture of hard-tiop and soul, a funky, swinging 
mix that has wowed side-stage Lollapaloozites and packed clubs full of 
head-nodding hip-hoppers. (Covering Nirvana didn't hurt either; his latest, 
Bing, Bing, Bingt [Blue Note], includes "Come as You Are.") 

Hunter came to jazz from a Bay Area milieu not unlike that of a budding 
punk: white, middle class, utterly uninterested in school. "I thought 
jazz was either Spyro Gyra or, like, high school stage band," he rememt>ers. 
Guitar lessons with local teacher Joe Satriani introduced him to Charlie 
Christian, and he was converted. But Hunter also remained in touch with 
his non-jazz past. He is also almost certainly the only guy on the Blue 
Note roster to have shared a stage with U2, having toured with alt-rappers 
Disposable Heroes of Hiphoprisy. Hunter says he's profoundly happier in 
his own trio — touring, indie-rock style, in a van. "We bust our asses and 
we know no one is going to make dolls out of us. we're not going to have 
millions of 14-year-old kids buying our records. But this is like a religion." 

The spiritual passion jazz exerts on its followers is rarely more apparent 
than on Cassandra Wilson's Blue Light 'Til Dawn, a classic post-jazz 
merging of pop directness with jazz's ancient poetry. On her just-released 
follow-up. New Moon Daughter, Wilson covers Billie Holiday, Hank 
Williams, U2, and Neil Young with the minimalist grace of Miles Davis and a 
soulfulness that contemporary R&B divas can only dream of She's another 
artist for whom jazz is a passageway, not a trap; 




Like Carter, ^ily and geography shaped Wilson^ muskal lifa The daughter 
of jazz guitarist Herman Fowlkes, Wilson grew up in Jackson, Mississippi. 
"Down there it's a very Southern kind of jazz, with a mixture of soul, R&B, and 
a very heavy emphasis on the rhythm," she says. Her open-mindedness was 
fostered early by a nurturing father and an accessible FM radio. "There weren't 
a whole lot of black kids who dug the Monkees. They were into the radio, 
like Motown, James Brown. But I was into t>oth. I didn't see the problem." In 
fact, her new record includes a gorgeous reading of "Last Train to Clarksville." 

Jazz's secret history continues whether the Beatles or Bush are on the 
radio, and even in today's balkanized musical worid its heroes command 
rabid followings. Among them are such avant-garde tenor giants as David 
Murray (like Carter, as versed in Lester Young as he is in Albert Ayler), 
David S. Ware, and Charles Gayle, a volcanic saxophonist who played and 
lived for years on the streets of New York. The fans and artists have 
coalesced around defined camps, such as Brooklyn's notoriously cerebral 
M-BASE Collective, which produced alto saxophonist Steve Coleman and 
the phenomenal pianist Geri Allen. But jazz is, and probably always will t>e, 
a home to searching, intensely expressive individuals like the young pianist 
Matthew Shipp (on Henry Rollins's Infinite Zero label), the genre-melding 
guitarist Bill Frisell, or sometimes-Tom Waits guitarist Marc Ribot, a genius 
of noise, style, and gesture. Fans and occasionally collaborators from the 
alt-rock scene come and go. such as Thurston Moore's jams with free-jazz 
drummer William Hooker, or Wavelength Infinity, a recent tribute to the 
enigmatic, late big-band pianist Sun Ra that features the likes of Moore, the 
Residents, NRBQ, Eugene Chadbourne, and Can. 

Whether they cling to a narrow view of the jazz legacy, as trumpet star 
Wynton Marsalis does, or embrace the more funk-, soul-, and pop-sawy 
sensibilities of these post-t>oomer musicians, jazz apostles will probably 
always be set apart from the mainstream. "I remember one night, my father 
woke up and came into the kitchen where I viras just hanging out," Wilson 
remembers. "He was there in his pajamas and out of the blue, he looked 
and me and said, 'You either swing or you don't.' And he went back to bed! 
It was the weirdest thing. He had this look in his eyes, like it was life or 
death." Years later, Wilson is still trying to figure it out. "I think it means that 
jazz is not something that you pretend to do, it's not a fad or a trend. It's 
something that you have to do to live." • 
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The indie-rock natives were restless. 
And Cornershop singer-guitarist 
Tjinder Singh, apparently self- 
effacing in a wrinkled suit jacket, 
dark t>angs hanging over his eyes, was the 
object of their impatience. His Anglo-Indian 
band — sitars, synthesizer, dhoiki (hand drum), 
rock drummer — was ending its set as it t>egan, 
with the scruffily anthemic "Jullandar Shere" 
(sung in Punjabi), and a couple of boys at New 
York's Irving Plaza were rudely urging Singh 
to get it over and get off. The singer, who had 
Intro'd the song with the wishful sentiment, "Let 
us have faith in truth, whomever we believe in. 




and let us live as one," quickly revealed his 
punky roots. Leaning toward the hecklers, never 
breaking the strum on his guitar, he snapped, 
"Fuck you, you cunts!" and the mantralike song 
continued. The stunned boys fell hushed. 

It's a testament to the segregated nature of 
current American pop music that Cornershop, 
who owe as much to the Jesus and Mary Chain's 
feedback as to the sitar's "traditional" wail, 
are considered exotic even when they sing in 
English. Formed at a British college in 1992 
partly as a provocation (they burned Morrissey 
posters in protest of his alleged anti-immigrant 
stance), Cornershop wryly juxtapose symbols of 
the West and East by 
pairing noisy guitar songs 
with Punjabi folk drones. 
Singh's lyrics deal with 
his divided Identity 
as a child of immigrant 
parents who grew up in 
a predominantly white 
area outside London. 
On the first single, 
"Wog" (British slang for 
an Indian laborer), from 
the group's second 
album. Woman's Gotta 
Have It, he sings 
sardonically, "First I was 
a foreigner / Then 
suddenly everything was 
cool forever / This 
Western Oriental's going 
full circle." 

"Whenever we play 
for indie-rock audiences 
[like the aforementioned 
gig with Superchunk, 
who released 
Cornershop's debut 
album. Hold on It Hurts, 
on their Merge label], 
it's daunting and we feel 




like outsiders," says Singh. But that outsider's 
tension— with the indie scene, as well as the 
Punjabi community — is what makes the 
band compelling to American listeners. Some 
journalists have missed Cornershop's dialectic, 
wondering why they don't just play bhangra, 
the popular Anglo-Indian hybrid that mixes 
Punjabi religious folk with disco, reggae, 
and hip-hop. "If they think that bhangra is the 
pioneering genre where Asians can express 
themselves authentically," Singh says 
vehemently, "mayt>e they should reassess what 
they mean by authentic." 

And mayt>e indie rock, ttie college-based circuit 
that's now the "alternative" farm system, should 
reassess Its role as a diffident, downcast club for 
white, self-conscious rockers. "All these white 
guitar-rock bands who want to talk about how hurt 
they are and how mad they are about the world, 
I really vrant to slap them," says Yuka Honda, 
one half of Cibo Matto, the New York City duo of 
Japanese transplants whose recent album Viva! 
La Woman beautifully recombines lo-fi punk 
attitude with hip-hop and ambient textures. "I think 
it's insulting to the original spirit of rock music." 

For Honda, rock's original spirit is the self- 
expression that results when cultures cross 
signals. During her formative years in Tokyo, she 
was equally exposed to Japanese, American, and 
European pop, but didn't play music until moving 
to New York, where she has since collaborated 
with jazz improviser John Zorn, Brazilian pop 
singer Caetano Veloso, rapper Sha-Key, and 
acid jazzers Brooklyn Funk Essentials, among 
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others. "I don't think I would have done this band if I still lived in Japan," 
she says. "Our music comes from our daily lives, and in New York you think 
about a lot of different cultures and musics every day." Honda has lived in 
the States for eight years, and as a result is more acclimated than vocalist 
Miho Hatorr. who writes the group's fancifully foodcentric lyrics. The 
conjunction of Hatori's giddy allusions (sometimes sung in French) and 
Honda's breathtaking samples gives you the feeling that Cibo Matto's idea 
of "international waters" would be an open fire hydrant on Houston Street. 

For groups such as Cornershop and Cibo Matto. indie rock's appeal is 
its noisily contrary stance and reliance on cheapo means of production — 
not its "sound." For indie rock to progress from its "splendid isolation," 
as Singh puts It (Invoking the famous British colonial quote), this distinction 
is a must. Progress is not about aping the music of other cultures but 
creating a form of expression that feels authentic to the artist's own life, no 
matter how mixed-up. 

"Americans need to be careful about the foreign stuff," says Honda, who 
is aware that her band may t>e patronized like improbable indie sensations 
Shonen Knife (i.e., check out the kooky Asian women and their cute songs 
about food). "Look, Shonen Knife were weird to us in Japan, too, you know 
what I mean? No one band represents the personalities of the Japanese 
people or anything. Do most Americans think like Hootie & the Blowfish or 
the Beastie Boys?" Singh agrees, cracking, "Don't assume that all Asians 
are as fucked up as me. What I've done musically is a reflection of what I've 
experienced socially." 

For now, those social experiences are most likely to occur in urban or 
collegiate settings, where there's a closer mix of immigrant communities 
and whites. In indie rock, that mix is primarily Asian-American because 
Asian kids are more likely to matriculate. A hesitant step was the Ear 
of the Dragon compilation, put together by three Korean-Americans living 
in Chicago, journalist Ben Kim and Seam's Sooyoung Park and William 
Shin. "In a way, it was a project that subverted its own purpose," says 
Kim. "It was bringing Asian-Americans together, but that was it. Nobody 
really addressed the identity issues.... It was like, 'Hey, we're all indie-rock, 
and yeah, I guess we are Asians.' Obviously we've got a ways to go." • 




In hip-hop's cosmology, "hardcore" rap 
means a cantankerous MC kicking 
rhymes like bodies over harsh, skeletal 
beats. "Alternative," on the other hand — 
singing, melodies, instrumentation, any sort of 
peace-and-love attitude — translates as "no 
skiHs.' So hip-hop trio the Fugees— Wydef "Clef" 
Jean, Lauryn "L" Hill, and Prakazrel "Pras" 
Michel — aren't at all pleased to be in this section. 

"We are a hip-hop group, point blank," says 
20-year-old Hill, a doe-eyed gamine of startling 
beauty and as brawny and nimble a rapper as 
she is a rapturous soul singer. " 'Alternative' 
Is like saying 'she's attractive for a dark-skinned 
girl,' a backhanded compliment. Just l>ecause 
we can play instruments, we can't be real hip- 
hop? The reason I make the kind of music 
I make Is to t>ring musicality l>ack to the ghetto. 
It's at>out being creative, and sometimes 
adding a motherfucker if it means getting my 
point across." 

The Fugees titled their sophomore effort The 
Score tracause it settles that issue the best way 
possible, with moody spaghetti-Western riffs, 
noodling jazz horns, R&B memories, Jamaican 
rude-lx>yisms, a radical reinvention of Roberta 
Rack's "Killing Me Softly With His Song," and 
tt>e Refugee Camp's own live instrumentation. 
TTie Score leads off with "Red Intro," a street- 
corner poetry rant from Ras Baraka, son of 
poet Amiri Baraka. A flowing edit takes us to the 
Fugees, smoked out and ripping lyrics back 
and forth to sound an okl-school battle cry. "I 
used to be underrated / Now I take iron / Makes 
my shit constipated / I'm more concentrated," 
raps Hill. 

"That gangsta shit is B.S.," says Jean, the 
group's live wire guitar hero and at 26 the 
oldest. "The real thugs and gangsters got the 
rappers saying that shit. The gangster to me is 



the guy who owns Sony [the Fugees' label], 
the guy who owns SPIN, the guy who owns 
MTV. Hardcore is like t>eing in the house with 
the eight of us, mom on welfare. Thafs what 
I call hardcore. I don't mean to sound preachy 
'cause we're a bug-out group." "Hardcore 
for hard times,* says Hill more succinctly. 

The trio met eight yeare ago at Columbia 
High School in South Orange, New Jersey, 
when Hill entered her freshman year Haitian- 
American Michel, a Junior and the son of 
a church deacon, asked her to sing on his rap 
tracks. Ttiey were joined tiy his older cousin 
Jean, a self-taught musical prodigy, himself ttte 
son of a fire-and-brlmstone preacher who 
hated Jean's "devil's music" and once refused 
to sign a \abe\ contract his then-underage 
son was offered. In a gesture of proud defiance, 
ttiey named themselves the Fugees for the 
Haitian refugees who were then washing up 
on U.S. shores. 

Except for Salaam Rami's straight-up hip-hop 
remix of "Nappy Heads," the Fugees' 1993 
Blunted on Reality debut pleased music critics 
and confused radk> programmers and hip-hop 
purists. No wonder: Jean cites as influences 
an eclectic mix ranging from Eek-a-Mouse 
and Peter Tosh to B.B. King, Thelonlous Monk, 
and even the Pet Shop Boys and Yes. Tlie 
classic-R&B-loving Hill, who worked as a teen 
cat>aret singer and theater actress, today 
studies history at Columbia University. "In 
class, I'm always like 'hey, does anyone else 
notice that this is the same shit that made 
It so conquest and subjugation was the t>asis 
upon which America and the West was 
built?' You know what I'm saying? It's always 
Machiavelli, Hot>bes, Locke." 



As the album flopped, muts featured appearance 
in Sister Act II inspired suggestions that she 
take up the mic solo. "I don't find it a 
compliment when people say that," HIM says 
heatedly. "These brothers are like membere of 
my family. Families sing together and they 
blend. There's something that we do together 
that makes perfect chemistry. It's been 
perfect since i was 14 years old." Jean raps 
his response in TTie Score's "Zealots": "The 
magazine says the girl shoulda went solo / 
The guys should stop rapping vanish like 
Menudo / Took It to the heart / But every actor 
plays his part. / As long as someone was 
llstenin' / 1 knew it was a start." 

This time around, the Fugees produced tt>e 
album themselves, creating the same impromptu 
spirit in their New Jersey Booga Basement 
Studk) that ttiey have in their dynamic live act, 
a revamp of an oM-time soul revue thafs one 
of the best shows in hip-hop. Steering clear 
of "A" audiences, they've t>een playing to the 
hip-hop heads in the hoods, the "hardcore 
audiences, blunt smokere, weed smokers, gun 
toters, like kids on our block who we grew 
up with," says Jean. "I can hold my guitar or 
sing, Ixit if s with a rel>et voice." 

Their efforts seem to be paying off. In late 
[>eceml>er 1995, the Fugees won "The Battle 
of the Beats" on Hot 97 (a New York City 
hip-hop radio station) five nights in a row with 
Score's "How Many Mies," defeating the 
Wu-Tang Clan and "whatever is so-called 
hip-hop today," says l>ass-voiced Michel, 
a tail, lanky 23-year-oid not easily impressed. 
"Hip-hop is a culture — dance, lingo, style, 
music — and thafs what the Fugees is. Anyone 
can rap." • 
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Sitting in a Chicago sushi restaurant, 
Will Oldham of the lo-rent roots- 
wreckers Palace has just confessed 
to me his attraction to techno. People 
with "ghettoized interests" in traditional music, 
Oldham goes on, are "choosing not to be 
involved with the present." So. are the hollow 
drum-machine rhythms on Palace's newest and 
bleakly tangled album Arise Therefore part of a 
self<onscious dive into electronics? "Not really," 
he smiles. The preferred drummer wasn't 
available, and a 20-year-old machine was. He 
didn't even have to program it. "The beats were 
just ttiere; a foot pedal turns it on and off." Well, 
you have to begin somewhere. "Seriously," he 
says, "I think it's a good start." 

Don't be shocked if Oldham has caught the 
sampling bug — the singer has earned a reputatkxi 
In indie rock as an elusive rule-breaker. The name 
of his band has shifted with nearly every album, 
from Palace Brothers to Palace Songs to Palace. 
Raised in Louisville, Kentucky, Oldham seldom 
stays long at the same address; he's never had 
a steady band, worldng instead with a varying 
pool of musicians that includes his brothers, 
members of Slint and Gastr del Sol, and even 
professors and writers on leave from their jobs. 

Palace songs stumble and splinter, Oldham's 
vocals quavering madly. His lyrics wander like 
journeys and never resolve. On 1 993's There Is 
No-One What Will Take Care of You, Oldham 
cracked open apocalyptic hillbilly music and 
found secret tales of gender confusion. On Days 
in the Wate he wandered (mostly) alone through 
acoustic country blues, playing card tricks with 



^1 Identity and authenticity. 1995's Viva 
Last Blues forced the big-dick strut 
of mid-'70s outlaw country to speak 
to the scary transformations and vulnerabilities 
of sex. Oldham has made impermanence his 
motto and most recurring theme. 

Oldham is notoriously reluctant to discuss his 
music. "Assuming that a voice and guitar implies 
confession or self-expression doesn't seem like 
a very productive line of thinking," he observes 
softly I suggest that a song is no guarantee 
of its sln9er'8 honesty, wit, sensitivity, or politics. 
"I will always rewrite a song that seems like 
it is too connected to a real event. Because the 
intention is always to create the hyperreal event, 
so that — ideally — more people can relate to it." 

Rock'nVoll fans often have a hard time 
accepting that distinction; two such are making 
a din in the next booth. "Dylan's astonishing!" 
cries the man. Ah, time to pledge allegiance to 
the rock icons again. Oldham shakes his tiead. 
A song is a compendium, even a fiction, he 
suggests, a sketch for the audience to fill in from 
their experiences and memories. Collaborative 
in a different way, his song-making includes 
input from a trio of foils: occasional writing 
partner Bryan Rich, Dan Koretzky from his label 
Drag City, and the woman Oldham lives with. 
Whatever musicians help record the song 
leave their mark as well. Viva Last Blues would 
not have been such a raucous ride were it 
not for guest drummer Jason Loewenstein, on 
loan from Sebadoh, who plays "loud." 

Gastr del Sol's David Grubbs adds a spare, 
inquisitive piano to the dirgey arxl neariy unvarying 
instrumental arrangement of Arise Therefore — 
an album that, Oldham notes wonderingly, 
"doesn't seem to be about movement at all." He 
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now: Palace 's Will Oldham. 



describes the new songs as hovering, still, mired. 
If a couple of cuts mention change and motion, 
"they seem almost to refer to it vainly." He shrugs, 
"I don't really think of this record as a Palace 
record. This one seems so weird that I'm eager 
to see what other people think about it." 

"I am a cinematographer," an old Palace song 
once declared, and Oldham, who in his younger 
days had a part in John Sayles's Matewan, 
says he's found echoes of his new album in 
films he's seen recently, especially Unfinished 
Piece for the Player Piano. "Although I don't 
necessarily recommend ttie movie, like I'm not 
sure I'd necessarily recommend the record." He 
also cites current Chinese cinema, with its 
numbed characters, thwarted by at>surd beliefs 
and social rituals. "Not the Hong Kong ones, 
but Red Rrecrac/ter Green Rrocracker, Raise 
the Red Lantern, Story of Qui Ju. They're sort of 
cold movies. Cold and colorful." 

The couple at the next table have finished 
worshiping the Beach Boys' social conscience 
("They did a song called 'Student Demonstration 
Time'!") and are finally leaving. 'This is cool," 
Oldham stage-whispers. "Think they're gonna 
screw after lunch?" In this restaraunt, at least. 
Palace's version of rock'n'roll — song-l}ased, 
ever-changing, collaborative— has t>ested, 
or at least outlasted, that oppressive old-heroes 
tale. Still, thinking of Arise Therefore's fixed 
constellations, its nearly hopeless scenarios, 
I worry a little. And not just for Oldham. • 




When you slip Into the sonic 
universe of London's Mo'Wax 
latiel, the first thing that hits you 
Is the beats. They're strong 
and crisp and strangely autonomous, as If all the 
t>ewltchlng stuff that happens around them Is 
ultimately Incidental. They're basically hip-hop 
t>eats. but there's no rapper using them as 
a soapbox, only loads of tones and textures 
that drift through the mix like pungent Incense: 
wavering jazz horns, noir atmosphere, 
psychedelic guitars, vinyl surface noise, liquid 
scratching. Like today's most ambitious electronic 
music, Mo'Wax cuts are definitely "instrumental 
excursions" But here the beats lead the way. 

You can hear It for yourself on Another 
Deadline, the first domestic compilation of 
Mo'Wax sides, due out later this spring. 
The disc ranges from the mellow space jazz of 
R.P.M. to the crafty soundscapes of Skylab 
honcho Howie B. to the slippery head-trips of 
U.N.K.L.E., whose elastic "Time Has Come" 
here receives a remix by spiritual compatriots 
Portlshead. Though there's definitely a 
shared musical sensibility, It's tough to pinpoint 
where it's coming from. Hip-hop, ambient, 
funk, dub? Could this t>e the new jazz that rap 
always threatens to t>ecome? 

No, says 21-year-old label-founder James 
Lavelle, not If you mean jazz "In an acid-jazz, 
goateed kind of way." Though the Mo'Wax crew 
sample lots of acoustic Instruments, they have 
no fetish for freeze-dried saxophones But you can 
hear the jazz impulse In their quest to turn dance- 
floor beats Into abstract designs, simulating 
the soul of Improvisation In the studio chop shop. 

Mo'Wax grew out of Honest Jon's, a used- 
record store that Lavelle quit school to work 
at when he was 16. There he started a trend 
by selling new vinyl — hip-hop, breaks'n'beats, 
acid jazz — next to what the Brits call "rare 
groove": collectible funk, soul, and fusion. 
Lavelle founded Mo'Wax two years later. In 1992, 
putting out beat-oriented acid jazz and trying to 
Inject new life Into hip-hop, a once-experimental 



genre that he felt had be- 
come stale and crass 

"The problem with 
hip-hop Is that It's so 
simple that it gets 
boring," Lavelle tells me 
on the phone from 

England. "People can get away with it 'cause 
they've got a rapper rapping on top. But to keep 
somebody's attention span on an Instrumental 
record you've got to have shit going on in It. 
It's like techno — you've got to change It and fuck 
with it. That's the whole vibe." 

Lavelle packaged his vibes well, highlighting 
a nifty logo and enlisting hip-hop artists 
like Future 2000 and Massive Attack's 3D for 
the album covers. He 
handplcked his roster 
from places as far-flung 
as Japan and Paris, and 
managed to set an un- 
usually high standard for 
both consistency and in- 
novation, as documented 
on Import compilations 
like Headz, Royalties 
Overdue, The Story of 
Mo'Wax, and Some Sci- 
entific Abstract Shit. After 
years in the alternative 
charts, the label just 
scored their first Top 40 
British album hit with 
Mark's Keyboard Repair, 
a llghthearted and willfully cheesy exploration 
of Fender Rhodes and Hammond organ funk t>y 
Beastle Boys keyboardist Money Mark. 

Much more mind-blowing Is Melso, the latest 
album of experimental hip-hop from the Japanese 
beat demon DJ Krush. Loaded with tasteful turn- 
table tags and what guest rapper Deflon Sallahr 
calls "rapmosphere," Melso — just released In the 
U.S., along with the Money Mark album — builds 
abstract geometries out of its dry but Invigorating 
beats. Unlike most producers, Krush doesn't 
just loop the basic rhythmic track and layer stuff 
on top; he delves Into the sample like a genetic 
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engineer, carefully 
dissecting and respllcing 
each cluster of beats to 
come up with rtiythms 
that sound both organic 
and oddly clinical. 

"Duality," a gorgeous 
piece that shatters the 
typical 4/4 beat with the 
vengeance of a jungle 
track, Is a collaboration 
with another flagship 
Mo'Wax artist, DJ Shadow. 
Shadow Is just finishing up his first album, 
Endtroducing, but his handful of exploratory 12- 
Inch compositions — two of which are Included 
on Headz — have already stirred up the 
International beat scene with their spacious 
blend of visceral scratching, rhythmic chutzpah, 
and smooth, moody samples. His expansive 
"What Does Your Soul Look Like" 12-Inch 
transcended genre entirely, sliding seamlessly 
between madrigal singers, succulent grooves, 
and ominous, Metalllca-IIke guitar figures. 

A 24-year-old white kid who grew up In the 
same Califomlan Central Valley that gave us 
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Pavement, Shadow is is hardly the archetype of 
a rising hip-hop hero. In person he's Josh Davis, a 
gentle, almost self-effacing fellow, with no more 
interest in the limelight than in the "trip-hop" label 
folks slap on him and his MoWax compadres. 
At one Berkeley record store, he's been known to 
refile his records in the hip-hop bins. "That's 
what my lineage is, what my history is. I make 
music to challenge the seasoned hip-hop listener." 



And Shadow has been 
seasoning himself with 
hip-hop since he first heard 
Grandmaster Rash on the radio when he was ten 
years old. He was already taping sound effects 
from Saturday morning cartoons, and as he got 
deeper into hip-hop, buying up old soul and funk 
records and learning to scratch, he became 
obsessed with the sources rap producers were 
using to construct their tracks. Then he heard 
Public Enemy sample Isaac Hayes's "Hot 
Buttered Soul," a cut that he had already decided 
would make a good source. "I thought, OK, I can 
do this. I must be on the right track." 

Even when he was just using cheap JVC 
turntables and a four-track. Shadow took his 
samples seriously. "I firmly believe that you have 
to use shit that's not been used, or you have to 
flip it in a way that's really clever." To show me 



what he means by 
flipping it, we climb 
over piles of rare 
grooves In his Davis, 
California, bedroom 
studio to get to his 
sampler. He plays a 
single funky guitar lick 
that turns up in his 
upcoming album track 
"Napalm Brain." It 
sounds like it was lifted 
straight from a Willie 
Hutch blaxploitation 
soundtrack, but what 
I'm hearing is already a 
mutant child of digital 
technology. After 
sampling the original three seconds of wah-wah, 
Shadow chopped them up into a handful of 
snippets, which he then mixed up and respliced 
into a seamless — but totally new — guitar line. 

He called himself Shadow because he wanted 
to suggest "that the music should speak for 
itself, and the person that's doing the music 
should just t>e some kind of unseen figure." But 
the name also describes the spectral and 
introspective air of his music, a mood that In 
part reflects his relative isolation from in-your- 
face urban culture. He points out that if you live 
in the city, "hip-hop would define you. You 
wouldn't define your own spin on hip-hop." As 
with the rest of the Mo'Wax crew, Shadow's spin 
isn't in the looped groove, but the flip • 



First came 
the longboard. 
Then the 
shortboard. 
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Even before Lou Reed, Scott Walker 
hid t>ehind dark sunglasses In the 
night From 1965 to 1967. along with 
two other former California college 
students, Gary Leeds and John Maus, Walker 
sang and played bass with the Walker Brothers, a 
trio whose moody hits like "Make It Easy on 
Yourself," "The Sun Ain't Gonna Shine (Anymore)," 
and "My Ship Is Coming In" alk>wed them to briefly 
rival tt)e Beatles In England. Even today, their 
melancholia Is striking. "A few years ago, we 
used The Best of the Walker Brothers as the 
music before we played," says American Music 
Club's Mark Eitzel. "We always came onstage 
right after 'My Ship Is Coming In.' Because it's, 
like, the saddest song In the world." 

"I think the trouble Is we went on too long," 
says Walker, now 52, sitting in London and 
talking in one of the world's coolest speaking 
voices, half Ricky Nelson asking Ozzie for the 




car keys, half Jeremy Irons making jet-fast 
references to Mahler. "It's hard to remember 
specifics, t>ecause we recorded so many things 
with the same formula, basically." 

After the Walker Brothers disbanded, his solo 
albums between 1967 and 1970— Scott, Scott 2, 
3, and 4, plus Til The Band Comes In; a 
compilation of which Razor & Tie will release 
this summer under the title We Know, Don't 
We?: The Scott Walker Collection — shucked off 
some of the Spectoresque sound while still 
clinging to large melodies. These records have 
the theatrical finesse of Roy Orblson but the 
almost perverse self-dedication of Alex Chilton. 
Inspired by the showbiz cerebralisms of Jacques 
Brel, an album of whose songs he covered, 
Walker emerged as an artist fed by the high 
ambition of '60s rock, but stylistically still 
soulfully. Intelligently, and passionately In the 
classic American pop vein of Sinatra and Bennett. 

"I'm particularly drawn to the thick 
orchestration of Scott 3," says Eric Matthews, 
whose pal Bob Fay of Sebadoh first Introduced 
Walker to him several years ago. "Nelson Riddle, 
Gordon Jenkins — this is the level of string 
writing and orchestral treatments that we're 
getting on this Scott Walker record." 

Then things soured with Scott 4, a 
commercial bomb, leading to Walker's flight 
from the business. His nemesis, as It turned 
out, was the commercial expectation raised by 
his awesome voice, a technically spot-on, 
haunting croonlng-instrument like none other. 
"This has been the bane of my life," he explains, 
"because I've always had this two-edged-sword 
thing going on. Everybody's always Imagined 
over here that at a certain stage I could have been, 
I don't know, George Michael or somebody. And 
of course If I'd written anything in that vein, they'd 
have liked that as well. But I couldn't do that." 

His staunch pursuit of the unexpected 



Great Scott: Walker then and now. 



continued — on Scott Walker time. In 1983, eight 
years after two hit Walker Brothers-reunion 
albums — with surreal countryesque touches of 
their own — had briefly returned him to the British 
charts, he made Climate of Hunter, an album that 
previewed, with only a bit more pop finesse, the 
bomt>ed-out lieder on last year's Tilt (Fontana 
UK). There he trades crooning for an almost 
deliberately ugly, nonlinear vocal approach — 
Walker himself, Invoking the 1960s operatic tenor, 
calls It "strangled Dietrich FIscher-Dleskau." 

These albums spring from an extraordinarily, 
hyperbollcally, specific pop aesthetic. "The last 
two albums I've done were totally different," Walker 
says. "I was relying on the lyric to tell me what to 
do. For years now, you just make the track, and 
to hell with the lyria I simply reversed Vne process 
The music Is broken-up, collaged, fragmented 
traces of everything that is left of my style. Once 
you solidify any one thing — even a consecutive 
beat driving through — you're in trouble." 

Walker may attempt another album at the end 
of 1996, after perhaps a few live shows In 
England — they'd t>e his first In two decades — 
and a London exhibition of the drawings and 
paintings he's worked on while away from 
music. What the album will sound like Is 
impossible to predict. He'll see what the "inner 
quality" he listens for dictates. "It could be that 
next time I'll make a total groove record," he 
says, making promises only to avoid "phony 
soul." He's not a contrarian or a softie or a kook. 
He's just a smart, gifted guy, hardly hostile to the 
styles and fashions of music around him yet 
unwilling to be enslaved by them. He just 
couldn't do that. • 






ira^AND-POP 




If you get bored standing In line at the 
third-floor register In downtown 
Manhattan's Tower Records, take a glance 
out the picture window behind the 
counter. OTHER MUSIC is on the storefront 
window across the street, In a typeface that 
collectors of Spacemen 3 recordings will surely 
recognize. "We didn't know we'd be In this 
location when we picked the name," says Other 
Music co-owner Josh Madell, "but it does sum 
up what we do, which is stuff other than what 
they do." A mere month after the store opened, 
clerks at Tower have already started sending 
their more adventurous customers over. 

What ttiey find is a roixist selection of European 
art-rock, ambient, Japanese noise, more-obscure- 
than-Matador indies, and enough krautrock to 
bring teardrops to Julian Cope's eyes. In 
contrast, Tower's selection of 11 Can albums 
may be respectable, but Neul, Ash Ra Temple, and 
Amon Duul, all well stocked at Other, don't even 
rate a plastic place card. Other has seven discs 
by British noisers Main, while Tower's Main 
section Is empty. And though Tower provides 
trip-hop fans with Massive Attack's Blue Lines 
and Protection, Other tosses In the Massive 
Attack V. Mad Professor import and a swell disc 
of "Karmacoma" remixes for good measure. 

It wasn't supposed to be that way. Megastores 
like Tower, HMV, and Virgin are different from 
the Sam Goodys and Discomats of yesteryear 
because they're not merely large, but huge, with 
deep catalogs and a willingness to stock 
unusual music. Mom-and-pop record stores 
should have gone the way of the sheet-music 
shop by now, especially since the rise of 
alternative rock proved that the big stores could 
respond quickly and flexibly to a new youth 
mar1(et. But it hasn't quite worked out like that. 
In New York, the Tower branch is ringed by 
nervy upstarts like Other, Satellite, Kim's, 



Downtown Music Gallery, Adult 
Crash, and Eightball. Rather than 
an octopus with its tentacles in 
every New Yorker's record 
collection. Tower resembles a lion 
forced to share Its kill with a pack of hyenas. 

Of course, Manhattan Is different from most of 
the country; Karl Hendricks, leader of the Karl 
Hendricks Trio and indie buyer at Pittsburgh's 
Paul's CDs, sells a good amount of krautrock, for 
example, as do Windy Chien, the manager of 
Aquarius Records in San Francisco, and Chris 
Butler, retail manager of Chicago's AJax, who 
claims krautrock is "ten percent of what we sell." 
But Popol Vuh aren't exactly taking America l]y 
Sturm. Ricky Hattaway of Jacksonville, Florida's 
Theory Shop says, "Krautrock does nothing here. 
Everyone's heard of it, no one's into It." For every 
indie like Aquarius's Chien, who confesses, 
"Superchunk and Pavement aren't exciting for 
me anymore," there are five merchants like 
Hattaway, who claims that what distinguishes him 
from the local Camelot outlet is that "they don't 
carry every Superchunk record, just one or two." 

But most every store specializes in something 
that the big chains don't pay much attention to. If 
It's not a groundbreaking genre, it's a well-worn 
category with an honorable past (like vinyl, sales 
of which, according to Theory Shop's Hattaway, 
have Increased 1 50 percent in the past two years; 
"40 percent of what we carry is vinyl"). Kristin 
Claris is the buyer at Lawrence, Kansas's Love 
Garden. "Punk, oi, ska — we're the only store in 




the tri-state area tfiat carries a ska selection of 
any size." Clark even services a "little crowd of 
15- and 16-year-old kids into bluegrass, garage, 
and surf." Robert Goodman, whose Jacksonville 
store Now Hear This is just a few doors down 
from Theory Shop (Jacksonville: the New 
Seattle?), sells a lot of "avant-garde jazz, 
underground house music, U.K. progressive 
house, not really so much U.S. stuff— we really 
sell Orlando-style house, we do the whole Rorida 
house sound." House quite literally: "KkJs who 
are into the music have turntables set up in their 
t>edrooms and make tapes for their friends. Kids 
come In and say, 'Hey, I heard this on my friend's 
tape. Do you have it?' " 

Indie stores have alvrays t>een the site of such 
unpredictable connections. Walk Into Tower's 
classical department and look for Iannis Xenakis, 
the Greek-txjm avant-garde composer, and you1l 
find a healthy numt>er of his records. Others 
selection is smaller, but ultimately more 
suggestive, nestled amidst noisemakers half 
Xenakis^ age. It^ not hard to construct the daisy- 
chain of purchasing that would lead some 
impressionable young rock lover to his imposing 
oeuvre: fresh-faced Green Day fan decides to 
explore the history of American punk, picks up a 
used vinyl copy of '85's Squirrel Bait, follows Its 
David Grubbs to the more rarefied Gastr del 
Sol, follows Grubbs's Sol-mate Jim O'Rourke to 
the still-more-rarefied world of tape manipulation 
embodied in last year's Terminal Pharmacy, 
asks an Other clerk for something similar, and 
gets handed a copy of Xenakls's La Legende 
d'Eerior eight-channel electronic tape, available 
as a French import only. 

David and Goliath? No, there's a more up-to- 
date metaphor If Tower is the Encyclopaedia 
Britannica of record stores, Other and its ilk 
are hypertext. • 
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HAN BENNINK is a frenzied Dutch drummer who 
began his career playing with Eric Dolphy and has 
been pivotal in European free music Amazingly 
confident, he relaxes while playing, entertaining 
his audience with hilarious antica Smiling like a 
severvyear-old skipping rocks across a porxl, 
Bennink breaks through jazz^ stodgy, serious 
facade. MUST-TO-OWN: Han (Incus, 14 Downs 
Road, London E5 8DS, England). 

BRIAN'S HEAD is a studio-only ensemble, 
formed by some English guys who live in 
the woods of Northern California and seem 
oblivious to all trendic currency. The band 
seems happy to create strange collages of 
processed Canterbury vocalism, aggressive 
guitar riff-sput, and machine rhythm touches. 
The combination is unique and rich in 
the manner of a very good fondue. MUST- 
TO-OWN: Brian's Head (Reckless, 1401 
Height St., San Francisco, CA 94117). 

THE GODZ, who recorded exclusively for the 
ESP label, were one of the first liands to really 
master obnoxiousness as an art form. Their 
first three albums {Contact High with the Godz, 
Godz 2, Third Testament) are a blast of sheer, 
free-form energy, combining brazenly egotistical 
liner notes with pure non-peace-and-love drug- 
folk-t>ashing that could have existed nowhere 
but in filthy, mid-'60s New York City. MUST-TO- 
OWN: Godz 2 (ESP-Disk, PO Box 3968, 
Kingston, NY 12401-0993). 

WIZZ JONES helped Invent British folk music 
But don't think he's one of those t>ards of Idiotic 
elf-and-wizard lore. He's not. For the last 40 
years Jones has been pounding and strumming 
his guitar; singing songs filled with power, truth, 
and good stories; and serving as a role model 
for guys like Bert Jansch. He takes jobs driving 
furniture trucks and equipment vans rather 
than suck corporate tit. Write Jones direct at 13 
Cheriton Square, London SW17 8AE, England. 
MUST-TO-OWN: Dazzling Stranger 
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MAMA SANA is a woman in her 70s who 
plays the valiha — a kind of long wooden Xijbe 
with strings and bridges all the way around it. 
When she really gets going she sounds like 
Bahamian guitarist Joseph Spence, sitting up 
in heaven beating the shit out of a harp while 
one of the Pinder sisters wails next to him. 
If you're not conversant in Malagasy, it's tough 
to know exactly what Mama Sana's lyrics are 
actually about, but since she's been married 
16 times (and one of those jealous husl}ands 
poked her eye out with a knife), they're 
probably pretty good. MUST-TO-OWN: Music 
From Madagascar (Shanachie, 13 Laight St., 
sixth floor. New York, NY 10013). 

THE NO-NECK BLUES BAND are a young 
improvisational group from Manhattan 
with a heavy atmospheric presence. They've 
issued a passel of superb instrumental 
recordings on various small labels during the 
last few months, and their sound ranges from 
the delayed/reverbed tonal clunk and scrape 
of AMM to the tribal dog-pummel of the Godz. 
None of their records sound much like anything 
you'd commonly call the blues. Contact the 
band do Nuss, PO Box 20871, New York, NY 
10009. MUST-TO-OWN: "The Math of Crack" 45. 

RWA are a strange French group whose first 
records (singles with incredible silk-screened 
cover art by Julie Doucet and Caroline Sury) 
sounded like a band in the classic French 
drum-box-punk tradition: i.e., like a fast, bratty 
cousin of Big Black. More recently they've 
headed in what can only be descrit>ed as a 
"free rock" direction, incorporating horns, No- 
Wavey noises, complicated time changes, and 
long improvisational passages. The stuff comes 
in amazing packages, too. The band can be 
reached at BP 14, F-33037, Bordeaux Cedex, 
France. MUST-TO-OWN: "C'est L' Autre" 45. 



SOLMANIA is the brainchild of Ohno Masahiko, 
a man who doesn't like the sound of ordinary 
guitars. So he builds his own "noise machines," 
Incorporating voice-changers, fuzz and reverb 
units, and as many necks as the job requires. 
Solmania's CDs are now available on the 
Alchemy label, but in the '80s they were 
released only as cassettes sealed in melted 
plastic, wire, and cement. Listeners had 
to completely destroy the package to enjoy the 
music inside. MUST-TO-OWN: Tremttling 
Tongues (Alchemy, 1-15-9-507 Nishi- 
Shinsaibashi, Chuo-Ku, Osaka 542, Japan). 

JAMES TENNEY is one of the great unheard 
legends of electronic and computer music. His 
recently released collection shows what Tenney's 
supporters (like John Cage) were crowing atx>ut 
The pieces range from "Blue Suede" — a rackety 
collage based on the Elvis Presley/Cari Perkins 
tune, and surely a big influence on John 
Oswald's "Plunderphonics" projects — to "For 
Ann (Rising)" — a sequence of rising glissandos 
that can make you feel like youYe slipping off 
the edge of the planet. MUST-TO-OWN: 
Selected Works 1961-1969 (Artifact Recordings, 
1374 Francisco SL, Beri(eley, CA 94702). 

ZEN are the best band in the Turkish 
underground rock scene, which has lately 
begun to circulate a few cassettes. The music 
is soft, smoky, and tripped-out in a way 
that recalls Amon Duul playing with different 
scales. Muffled basslines carry the melody 
off into an indistinct haze while voices 
shriek and beats groove, then revert>-soaked 
instruments burble up, changing the 
environment entirely. Further information 
has been a bit hard to find: Try writing Murat 
Ertel at 4.Gazeteciler Sitesi, A3/5, Levent 
80630, Istanbul, Turttey. MUST-TO-OWN: 
Suda Balik (Hades) cassette. • 
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They don't exactly stand out 
in a crowd. No big bad 
flakes. Just ttiat great-looking 
head of hair. That's what 
you get with Head & Shoulders. 
Unlike regular shampoos that 



You can never 
spot the ones 
who use 
Head & Shoulders. 



just rinse flakes away until they 
come back, Head & Shoulders 
actually helps prevent flakes 
before they start. Dandruff is taken 
care of. And no one ever need 
know you even had a problem. 





ALTERNATIVE GO; 





Perry Farrell didn't invent alternative, but, like Dr Frankenstein, he 
threw thie switch. Like Frankenstein's monster, Lollapalooza, 
brought to life in 1991 and made up of divergent parts from outside 
the mainstream, surprised everyone by working. Its huge 
commercial success cemented a generation's musical identity, leaving an 
Imprint not only on the artists who performed on Its stages — Nine inch Nails, 
Soundgarden. Smashing Pumpkins — but on the countless rock aspirants out 
on the lawns. 

So Farrell. if not quite the father. Is at least the godfather of alternative 
music. He believed — still passionately believes — in the power of the music 
and In the audience's ability to pull It through the system against the pressure 
of an Industry that wants to first sell its existing inventory. With Lollapalooza, 
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Farrell stopped trying to force a round peg in a 
square hole, but instead found the round holes. 

Who better to talk about the state of 
alternative — and the pitfalls now that it isn't so 
alternative any more — than the ex-Jane's 
Addiction frontman? I caught up with Farrell 
when he was in Australia, where Porno for Pyros 
were headlining the Lollapalooza-like Big Day 
Out tour 

At press time, Warner Bros, was holding back 
on releasing Porno's brilliant new album, Good 
Gods-Urge, and Farrell was negotiating to end his 
association with Lollapalooza, believing it has 
become what he has been railing against all along. 

SPIN: I know you're disgusted with the 
record business. Why exactly? 
Perry Farrell: Music has all to do with finding 
yourself. As long as we've got people in the 
middle that make money from it, you're going to 
be kept from what music really can do, from its 
power It's about us attuning, aligning ourselves: 
it's atraut divinity. And we're not going to reach it 
when you've got a guy who scoops up a bunch 
of kids who've got a good vibe to them and gets 
these kids to think the wrong thoughts of why 
they're making music. 

Do you think politics can get people together 
on a world basis? I don't. I believe it's going to 
be music. If we can think like that, then we 
should promote the music. If not, then get the 
fuck out of tt>e way! Because you're just wasting 
our time, cluttering things and confusing us, and 
this is what I think the music business is doing. 

Indie rock was a good idea put together by a 
small collective, but once again we've got the 
musical church coming in there and swiping it 
up so that they can make some money on it, and 
once again the kids are confused. 
A lot of alternative rock seems self- 
conscious to ma, as If the artists are like 
deer frozen in the the headlights. Why 
does a band like the Goo Goo Dolls, for 
instance, look like they have the weight of 
the world on their shoulders? 



never, ever in their life get something thrown on 
ttieir desk and just click it on because it was great. 

They are very slow, and time is speeding up 
as we speak. The Web is so beautiful to me. I 
am starting a Web site. And it springs up that 
moment. That's cool and fresh. Just plop it up 
on the Web site. MTV can't do that. So why do 
we need them? Their information is backlogged 
for weeks. Not only that, we can't trust their 
information to begin with. That's the important 
thing: Do you trust them? Do you trust that they 
really like what they're putting on there? Or is it 
a business? 

Let me ask you a related question. Has 
the thriving popularity of what is called 
alternative rock hurt the creativity of 
this new generation? In the wake of that, 
record companies have pushed anything 
that is remotely alternative. Does this 
dilute the whole? 

I think what people are classifying as alternative 
is nothing more than popular music. The tag 
"alternative" confuses me. I can't make sense of 
it anymore, because it's not the alternative. It's 
the staple. Rock with shorts on is aKernative. 
Now back to the subject. Here is something 
other bands may find valuable: There's nothing 
wrong in being popular Martin Luther King, Jr., 
was popular JFK was popular Your magazine 
is popular Popularity has one very valuable 
aspect, and that is that it can change things for 
the better The Beatles were extremely popular 
I love John Lennon so much, you have no idea. 
You should never blindly dislike somebody 
because they're popular Because there's a 
good chance that they're doing something that 
helps people. 

I think people are scared that their creativity 
will dry up. And that doesn't have to be the case. 
The one thing that you have to never forget is 
not to let people push you away from your 
original intention. If you've got a good, valuable 
idea, it should be encouraged to flourish and 
bloom and rain love and health and wisdom and 
beauty on everybody. But the minute you do 



impressed. You love the so-and-sos. You figure, 
"Hey, that's a clean stream. That's the stream I 
want to jump into." Next thing you know, this 
guy is manipulating you to do things that you 
had never planned, and you wonder why you 
don't love picking up your guitar anymore. 
Who is the "they"? 

This record business. They don't give a fuck 
about these kids. You're on a conveyor tielt. It's 
not like, "We've got a great plan here. You guys 
have something to say. Let's get going on this. 
We're a team. We're a family. How are we going 
to do this? I like your music. That's why I'm 
working with you. I'm not going to touch it." 
What responsibility does the artist have 
when they create? 

You always have a responsibility to yourself, to 
start with. And that's also scary. Everyone has a 
responsibility to face themselves, and walk 
through things. Sometimes it's very difficult 
for me to make myself t>etter because I almost 
feel like people like it when you ruin yourself. 
Maybe they don't feel so bad about destroying 
themselves if they see others doing it. It separates 
you when you say, "You know what, I'm going 
forward." When you go forward, you'll find out 
there's people that were ahead of you. You're 
not lonelier. You just end up with a different group. 

The first thing you've got to think alx}ut as an 
artist is self-preservation, because we're 
eternal. You have to realize that and you have 
to make yourself happy. When you play your 
music, don't let anyone throw you off. Do not 
follow people because it's going to be turned 
over by the time you get there. That's what 
is happening with alternative now. You've got a 
guy who signs somebody, let's call this band 
the Joneses. The Joneses were a great band in 
the late '80s. Well the manager of the Joneses, 
or the record company, gets somebody else 
who's Just like the Joneses. So the Joneses 
come and go. But we've got all these little 
Joneses. And these kids who are listening to 
the radios and waiting in the stores for the 
records to come out — they don't know there's 




Let's talk about that for a moment: This is a very, 
very mediocre band. Is it the kids pulling, or is 
somel>ody pushing? Believe me, I'm sure the 
Goo Goo Dolls haven't done that much to our 
psyche that there's that much of a demand for 
them. Somebody is pushing that up their ass to 
make a dollar Then they'll pull it back out of 
somebody's ass and throw it in the garbage. 

MTV is part of the problem. It always was part 
of the problem. When you have politics thrown in, 
when you have "Play these guys or else," or "If 
you go anywhere else, you won't get played with 
us," you're done. I don't even look at MTV 
anymore. MTV is not adventurous. They would 



things for the wrong reasons, then your creativity 
starts to dry up. And this is what subconsciously 
happens to these bands. They don't necessarily 
want to do 25 interviews and 25 photo sessions. 
That wasn't their original intention. They are 
being persuaded. It's all for marketing and 
exposure, and they lose their way. 

When you picked up that guitar for the first 
time, it felt so good you picked it up again. And 
then again. That is the original intention when 
you started to play. Then there's this guy at your 
show standing in the back and he's not dancing. 
And he says, "My name is so-and-so. And I 
manage the so-and-sos." And you're very 



a plan going. The manager of the Joneses 
signed a Joneses rehash band because he 
already made so much money on the Joneses 
he figures that's what the kids are eating up. 
So here comes the little Joneses, and we're 
already tired of that damn sound. But you know 
what, man? We've got another five years of 
listening to it. 

I was talking to the owner of a major record 
chain the other day, and he said he didnt 
believe alternative artists had die-hard 
followings because they're not 
entertainers. What do you think about that? 
I don't think it's necessarily bad sometimes to 
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be uninterested in anything other than tt>e 
music. For example, [John Popper of] Blues 
Traveler — this guy is obviously not interested in 
the physical. And that's not necessarily a t>ad 
thing. M\ke Watt is a very simple man when it 
comes to his physical being. He's been wearing 
plaids, Jeans, and Converse since the '70s. 
it's not that he's unaware of anything. But, if 
we're going to get into this game, and go about 
setting a show up,_(o me — and this is just a 
personal thing — when you're talking at>out 
doing a show, the very word implies that we 
should do something visual as well. There's an 
open door if you want to make people even 
laugh harder, or cry harder, or have a iMtter 
\ime. Do you want them to use their eyes? And 
if the answer is no, we'd rather they just use 
their ears, I don't think there's anything wrong. 
I would rather take care of all the elements. 
What are your plans for Lollapalooza? 
Well, I have to tell you that I'm leaving 
Lollapalooza. Last year was my final time to 
work with them. I'm negotiating a deal to part 
ways. They want to continue licensing 
Lollapalooza, which i own. And I'm going to 
allow them to do that this year. But I'm no longer 
interested in working on Lollapalooza, for the 
very reasons that I've been talking to you about. 
I t>elieve the only way we're going to bring people 
together is through love. That's why it is so 
important to me to do these festivals, to keep the 
greed out of it. I don't want to look at a fucking 
number on a sheet and see where the H.O.R.D.E. 
festival is as opposed to Lollapalooza. 
What are you going to do next? 
I'm gonna work with some other people and put 
a lot of attention to detail, and some of these 
grander ideas that I've got that people just don't 
think are possible — I'm going to accomplish 
them. I don't know how many years in a row 
I would do it. I'm just going to assemble it and 
see what happens. 

In this issue, we're examining what the 
alternative to alternative is. What do 
you think it is? 

"TTTI T TT A T\ HiTTT' 



Well, it's becoming a little bit more clear and 
solid as we speak. That Is, the bands 
themselves would have to reevaluate their lines 
of communication to people. Reevaluate 
how they can get their message of love out. 
There are some young people coming into 
prominence now. Go for them, not for the old 
regime. A lot of the old regime are going to 
really inhibit what you have going; all this fresh, 
new, great energy. They don't feel it. I'm sorry 
for them, but they don't feel it. And maylie it's 
because we, as humans, evolved and these 
new kids just fiave better ideas. And then 
there's our man Tim [Timothy Leary], who is in 



his 70s, who's as fresh as any motherfucker I've 
ever met. So they exist. And then he's got 
wisdom on top of it. Holy shit! He shares it. He's 
the man! There's guys out there like that. But t>e 
aware that there's guys out there that aren't like 
that. Don't work with them. They have an old- 
fashioned idea of how to live, and it's very self- 
indulgent, and It's not alx>ut sharing. 

The musicians should think about ttie 
computer angle, getting their works out through 
the computers. We can bust the system through 
that. Start small, break things down, and tiave a 
very strong focus. And be coordinated 'cause it's 
going to take a lot of that. Ttiat's what's so 
beautiful about the raves. They show up at Just 
any old placa They're not worried that Maury 
has a shack in Philadelphia, and someone's 
getting a kickback from the parking lot That's all 
bullshit. It's going nowhere. It's not seated in love. 
And if it's not seated in love, it's going to die fast 
Love is eternal. It sounds like a bunch of shit that 
I'm saying, but that's very fucking powerful. 
No, it sounds actually dead on. Why do 
artists experience such fierce bacldash so 
much quiciter now than groups ever 
did l>efore? 

Well, the / Ching says it's the way of man to 
diminish the soul and replenish the humble. 

If I am smart enough to get in the position of 
popularity, and I don't take that popularity and 
that wisdom and that wealth I've accumulated to 
do anything but to feed myself O. J.-style, who 
the fuck needs me on the planet? Here we are, 
we've given you all our spare change, and what 
did you do with it? We trusted you, that's what 
it's all about. You've got your magazine. We 
trust you. We see what you've got going. What 
are you going to do with it? We look up to you 
now. You're the warrior. Victory won! So what 
are you going to do now? Are you going to 
shoot dope until you fucking kill your wife 
'cause you're so out of your mind? Or are you 
going to go, 'All right man, now let's make 
something grander and bigger!' We'll go with 
you to the end of the world if you're that kind of 



man. If you're going to indulge yourself, hey 
man, we're going to diminish you. 
Let me get bacic to you on that one. Is 
video good or bad for music? 

Well, video has great potential, if you want to 
talk about vision. It all boils back down to 
intention. If we're doing it because we like it, 
we're not expecting an award, it's Just a good 
time, then video is awesome. You just see these 
very powerful, moving, stirring uncensored 
images. What can be wrong with that? That's 
where it should stay. 
So what is bad with it? 
The gravy train says lets put a hundred thousand 



dollars in, and if we're going to put a hundred 
thousand in, you guys l>etter put this in 
heavy rotation. 

Is it important that roclc'n'roll rebel 
against something? Is there anything left 
the music still needs to rebel against? 

I'll tell you how I feel about it: Sex, drugs, and 
rock'n'roll are as ancient as the 12th century 
high priests, who used marijuana, music, and 
sex to enlighten. If I had my way I would have 
sex, drugs, and rock'n'roll at least four to six hours 
a day. And so anything that's going to get in the 
way of that has got to t>e shoved to the side. 
So as long as there are going to be things in 
the way of that, we're going to have a revolution. 
On your new record, you finished each 
song individually liefore recording and 
mixing the next one, which is a much 
slower way to do things. Why? 
Because I'm trying to think myself out of this 
record business. I Just want to act as if I 
don't know my name, who I am, where I'm at. 
I Just want to let this thing out of my heart. 
This is what I want to put down on tape so I can 
listen to it. I did it for myself. And I did it with 
the intention that it's not going to make people 
try to go out there and strangle each other. 
Warner Bros, didn't like it. It hurt my feelings 
so bad. I put so much of my heart into it It 
would be like having a child, and holding 
your baby up to your father and him saying he 
didn't like it. 

I club all the time, because I enjoy the people 
and the music. The kids I see in these clubs 
are a lot different than these record company 
people think. And I know they've got the 
backlog of the Joneses three years behind 
the times coming up, and they've got to shove 
it down our throats. But we don't want the 
Joneses anymore. They have them signed and 
working, and they can't just say, "Fellows, 
I've been out and I notice the kids aren't 
into this." They can't say that. They have their 
interests invested. 

They're cool kids. They're not so into the 



heavy-handed, death and destruction. Why 
should I fucking be alive now with this death- 
and-destruction shit? What's the point of 
living if I know there's no point? I don't buy it. 
They're looser, they're happier. When they 
get together they want to feel free. They don't 
want this garbage of "the world sucks and it 
can't t>e changed." I wanted to put music 
out that complemented what I see. And these 
record-company people, if they don't see It, 
then it tells me it's time for me and other people 
to move and get with a smaller collective, a 
better collective mind, that Is still aware, still 
very alive, and has a better plan. • 



aa SPIN 




When the Chinese government completes 
construction on its be oved Three Gorges Dam, 
riot on y will it nave erected the worfc siargest 
. dam but it wj have destroyecfoount ess 
i towns and vi ages, forcea mi lions of people 
I to re Qcate, submerged nundreds of historic 
f temples, and e inninated seyera endangered 
i species^And thats. pefore the damn thng 
I Dursts. Elizabetn Gi Dert goes up the Yangtze 
I River for a firsthand ook. 

a 

a. 

^ In the early 1950s, the Chinese government began building a network of 62 dams along the Yangtze River. It was an act of savage ambition, even 

£ during this era of proud, happy dams. America had Hoover, Egypt had Aswan, but this 62-dam Chinese whim was something else altogether, 

^ particularly considering that the Yangtze is the third-largest river in the world, a muddy brute and an unpredictable killer. But China persisted, 

^ and the dams were completed successfully. The whole system performed perfectly until August 4. 1975. That was the morning it started to rain. 

^ The rain turned into a typhoon, which caused a flood. On the night of August 7, all 62 beautiful new dams broke, one after another. They let 

o 

S loose in a fast row. like buttons on the Incredible Hulk's shirt-— pop! pop! pop! popl^ll the way down the river. > 
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The last dam to fall that night was a mon- 
ster called Banqlao, the pride of the fleet. Ban- 
qiao had been constructed under Soviet super- 
vision, and was called the Iron Dam because It 
was officially Indestructible. When the flood 
wave reached Banqlao, it crumbled in a pathetic 
instant — taking down with it a string of workmen 
who had Just been sent out across its crest (in 
the dark! in waist-deep water!) to build with 
sandbags a last line of defense against the river. 
Tens of thousands of people died in the next 
hour. Several-hundred-thousand more died in 
the following months from famine and disease. 

That's what happened the first time China 
tried to dam the Yangtze River. It was so much 
fun they Just had to try it again. 

Remember what Jay Cochrane once said: 

"My goal is to be the most C8let>rated, most talked- 
atXHit wire-walker who ever lived." 

Jay Cochrane lives down in Florida. Profes- 
sionally he's known as "the Skywalker." The Sky- 
walker recently executed the longest and tallest 
successful high-wire walk in history, crossing 
China's Yangtze River at a dramatic place called 
the Three Gorges. This would be very much like 
crossing the Colorado River at a dramatic place 
called the Grand Canyon. 

It was a very exciting stunt, and despite the 
fact that the Skywalker didn't plummet to his 
death, several-hundred-million Chinese watched 
the event hopefully on live television. This was 
exactly what the Chinese government had antici- 
pated, which is why they paid the Skywalker "a 
large fee up to six figures" for his trouble. 

China's hope was to bring international atten- 
tion to their pet construction project, a little 
something they're building across the Yangtze 
River called the Three Gorges Dam. Actually, 
they needn't have trathered, t>ecause the project's 
t>een getting a lot of free international attention 
already. Partially, this is t)ecause China is building 
the world's biggest dam right on top of an earth- 
quake fault line. That's always a headline-grabt>er. 

But there's more. The Three Gorges Dam will 
be the biggest dam ever built, stretching more 
than a mile across. It will be the largest concrete 
structure on the planet. It will create a reservoir 
on the Yangtze River nearly 400 miles long. (On 




Across the great 
divide: Jay Cochrane 
wa/As over water. 
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the Mississippi River, this would be like stretch- 
ing a lake from New Orleans to St. Louis, sink- 
ing everything — and everyone — in between.) It 
will submerge 800 ancient sites, including tem- 
ples and unexcavated archaeological ruins. It will 
fill the famous and scenic Three Gorges area 
like a bathtub. It will exterminate a few rare and 
endangered Yangtze River species, including the 
river dolphin and the finless porpoise. It will 
destroy seven counties and 770 villages. Before 
it's all finished, at least 1.5 million Chinese citi- 
zens will have been forcibly relocated from their 
homes. Just to add insult to injury, any citizen 
who refuses to move can be arrested, tossed into 
a labor camp, and forced to build the fucking dam. 

All this excitement has created an interesting 
paradox: While Chinese citizens are leaving the 
Yangtze River in droves, foreigners are running 
toward it in herds. By the time I went to China, I 
was following a beaten path. All the biggest, 
sluttiest public-works whores were already 
there: German structural engineers, French geol- 
ogists. South American metals experts. Hong 
Kong financiers, Danish hydroelectrlcians, Cana- 
dian bulldozer salesmen. 
I met a drunken Brazil- 
ian seismologist 



Chongqing bar who said, "So what if they build 
this dam on a fault line? There are fault lines 
everywhere! Anyway, I only give advice. If the 
dam collapses, not my problem!" 

It follows naturally that every decent tour 
agent in the Western Hemisphere has a package 
deal for a "Farewell to the Treasures of the 
Yangtze River" t>oat excursion. Travel & Leisure 
magazine strongly recommended a Yangtze trip 
in a recent column called "Take a Cruise, Dar- 
ling." A travel agent in New York told me, "Visit 
China now, honey. A lot of that old cultural stuff 
will t>e gone in a few years." 

"Perfect," I said. "I want to be the last kid on 
my block to see China before it's destroyed." 

She said, "So does everyone else, sweet- 
heart. Book your trip today." 

A month later, I was in China. 

"Impossibla," my guide insisted. 

"Must tie possible," I said. 
"Impossible," she repeated. "The Three Gorges 
Dam is China's highest-security top- 
secret priority! American 
tourists cannot see this dam." , 
"But I've come so far," 
I protested. 
This much was true. 



The dam will create 
a reservoir on the river 
nearly 400 miles long. 
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A model of the Three Go 
Dam, set for completion in 2013. 



I'd been given only four days to Infiltrate the 
dam's construction site. I was staying in the 
nearby city of Ylchang — a sad, toxic Industrial 
town on the banks of the Yangtze River, whose 
entire population has upper respiratory dis- 
eases. The roads to the construction site were 
guarded by Chinese soldiers, who recognize for- 
eign journalists for what they actually are (dirty 
spies) and handle them accordingly (deporta- 
tlon/organ-harvestlng). 

But I am wily and cunning. I disguised myself 
as a tourist. This was particularly inspired, 
because no actual tourist would ever travel 
13,000 miles expressly to visit Ylchang, China. 
This would be \\ke traveling 13,000 miles 
expressly to visit Camden, New Jersey. 

Ylchang Isn't terribly used to visitors, so I had 
a bit of trouble blending In. For Instance, I was 
the only guest In a ten-story luxury hotel. Also, 
when I walked down the streets of Ylchang, 
women would point me out to their children, as If 
I were an escaped zoo animal. Then the children 
would hide behind their mothers, screaming In 
spasms of terror. It was fun for all of us. 

I got the celebrated Ylchang chest infection, 
and I sat in my hotel room for hours, reading 
my Chinese phrase t>ook, trying to memorize 
the "Visit to the Doctor" Section. I practiced say- 
ing:"lfs...dull/sharp/th robbing/constant/broken/ 
sprained/torn." 

After three days, I still hadnt infiltrated the dam. 

So I hired an official guide. Her name was 
Miss Sally, and she was a lovely and fragile girl. 
A delicate little water Illy. I tried persuading her 




to show me the dam's construction site, careful 
not to offend her vulnerable sensibilities. I 
begged and flattered her. 

"Impossible," she kept saying. 

I was desperate. Understanding the traditional 
Chinese respect for filial loyalty, I finally spun a 
beautiful lie about my father. 

"Miss Sally," I said. "My father Is a hydroelec- 
tric engineer. When I was very young, he took 
me to see the great dams of America. Now he is 
very old. He sent me to China to see this glori- 
ous dam while It Is under construction. Please, 
Miss Sally. For the sake of my beloved old 
father, I must see this dam." 

I was near tears. Miss Sally herself was 
deeply moved. 

"Impossible," she said. 

Then we were silent for a long time. In fact. 
It was almost an hour before I finally had 
the thought. 

And that thought was, "Duh." 

I said, "Listen, Sally. I would pay money to 
see that dam. A lot of money." 

And she said, "American dollars?" 

Let's move forward a few days. I met an 

Anrarican tourist named Rorence. She was from 
Dallas, and she had Just taken a cruise down the 
Yangtze River on a luxury boat. She recom- 
mended that I do the same. 

"It's very nice," she said. "Expensive, but nice. 
They show you every single one of the important 
temples and cities that Is going to be destroyed." 

"Gosh," I said. "That didn't bother you?" 



"I'll tell you what bothers me," Rorence said. 
"My video camera broke down In Fullng. That 
whole city is going to be flooded soon, and I 
don't have a single goddamn picture of It. That's 
very depressing." 

I booked a trip up the river. 

My boat was called the Princess Shoena. 
Secretly, I was praying It would be filled with 
goofball American tourists like Rorence. Wrong 
boat. I was the only goofball American tourist on 
the Princess Sheena. The rest were rich, expatri- 
ate Chinese, quite a slick crowd. They'd all 
escaped China during various revolutions, to 
resettle In places like Malaysia, Hong Kong, Tai- 
wan, and Toronto. They were big-shot, hlgh- 
rolllng business mavens. 

A woman from Singapore with diamond ear- 
rings the size of ashtrays bragged, "We are 
proof of how successful Chinese can be when 
we don't have to live In stupid Chinal" 

These swingers were all visiting China with 
stacks of newly made cash, eager to view the 
fated — and expensive — temples of the Three 
Gorges. This would seem like a solemn event for 
people of Chinese descent, but nobody on the 
Princess Sheena was In mourning. 

"This dam will only affect peasants and farm- 
ers," one Taiwanese Industrialist told me. "1.5 
million people may seem like a lot to you, but It's 
nothing In China. I believe these people are— 
what's the word?" 

"Expendable?" I offered. 

"Yes! Expendable." 

I asked another Taiwanese businessman, "Is 
this a happy trip or a sad trip for you?" 

He shrugged. "I understand they are flooding 
the most beautiful part of China. This Is my 
homeland, of course. I am sorry for the lost tem- 
ples, but not so sorry for the people. What did 
China ever do for me?" 

"Killed your family In the street?" I guessed. 

"Exactly," he said. "This dam Is no big deal 
to me." 

"So why did you come?" 

He smiled widely. "Because I can afford It." 

The Princess Sheena was their perfect vehi- 
cle. It had a sauna, a sun deck, room service, 
and a cruise director who looked like a high-end 
Thai prostitute. 

"Welcome to Sheena,' she whispered breath- 
lessly, as each tourist boarded. "Welcome to lux- 
ury pleasure cruise." 

I told the cruise director, "I'm a student. I'm 
interested in understanding the history and cul- 
ture of the Three Gorges. I want to learn as 
much as I can on this trip." 

"Come to the lounge tonight after dinner," she 
breathed. "We will have educational program, 
especially for you." 



A relentless Chinese official named Madame Zhengying is in charge of the 
dam project. A few decades ago she was also in charge of building the 
62 dams that all broke in one night. "If I am kept from damming the Three 
Gorges," she recently said, "I will not rest— even in death." 



82 SPIN 



VOTED # I WORLD'S BESTI* 




BTI RATES WORLD 
CLASS LAGERS: 

GROLSCH 93 

Steinlager 89 

P^^' Fosters 85 

Lowenbrau • 85 

Corona 84 

Hcinckcn 83 

Michclob 78 

Mooschead 78 

^ Becks 73 

WL Rolling Rock 72 



Piiiili n\r\ 




The secret to being the best is in the product -all natural, non-pasteurized, and cold filtered 
three times before bottling. Although best known for the world renown Premium Lager, 
Grolsch also markets such specialty products as Grolsch Amber and Bok. With four centuries 

of family brewing heritage, Grolsch has represented Excellence in Brewing since 1615. PREMIUM L\GER 




•BlVl'RAC.f THSTING INSTirUin INC. PALE LAGtR Jl'DGlNG - OCTOBLR I1U5 I OR DL lAII S. WUIll; lo GROLSCH IMPORI IRS. ISC 1183 NORTH I'ARK PLACE, ATLANTA. GA. 303)>). 

■ " - ■ Copyriy 




IIOEIIIIIJIZZ 
STOIIESFIDDIIIEEIIiEIF 
TIE SHEET 



'TTIITOPIEIICTTIE 
IITCOUE 

IlESTSIimillllC: 

lark lliitfieH, liiiie lirrajc, 
[kariittliffitt, EJdielciJenii, 
»i the reiarkable I.J. Fiji. 

FIRST inn SERIES OF 
HOLEBgEI KEIIS FROfll 

ANTILLESI 

vwve UitoracUve: tittp-//www jazzonin conVJAZZVarv* him 



I 



I went to the lounge that night, expecting a 
sparsely attended lecture from an eminent local 
anthropologist. Instead, the joint was packed. 
They were watching a variety show performed 
by the staff. Mostly, this meant watching the 
ship's housemaids singing karaoke. Cocktails 
were served. The educational part was at the 
end of the night, when the sexy cruise director 
came out on stage in a leopard-print dress. 

She said, "The Yangtze River is very old, 
important river In Chinese history. But soon the 
river will become a lake. To honor the Yangtze, 
we have created this American-style educational 
dance. It is interpretation tribute of Yangtze. The 
dance is called Yangtze! It is special gift to our 
American guest." 

That was me. Everyone in the room nodded 
and smiled at me, and I nodded and smiled back. 

The lights went down, and six young Chinese 
men ran onstage, shirtless. I recognized them as 
busboys from the dining room. They were wear- 
ing purple silk shorts and nylon tights. When the 
music started, they began rolling on the floor, 
chanting, "Yangtze! Yangtze!" Some of them made 
rowing gestures, and some made swimming 
gestures. One of them pretended to be a fish, 
and another one seemed to be drowning. Then 
one of the busboys started spinning awkwardly 
on his tjack. He was supposed to be a whirlpool. 

"Oh my God," I said to the woman next to me. 
"He's break dancing." 

She didn't speak English, but she smiled and 
nodded at me. The other dancing busboys 
pranced around the spinning whirlpool boy, 
chanting "Yangtze! Yangtze!" and the audience 
also chanted "Yangtze! Yangtze!" When the 
break dancer finally staggered up from his 
whirlpool act, his purple shorts were twisted 
painfully around his genitals and he was sweat- 
ing. There was driving applause. 

"Thank you!" the cruise director proclaimed. 
"This is how we honor the Yangtze River In 
modern Chinal" 

"Modern China is in big trouble," I said to the 
woman next to me. 

She nodded vigorously and happily. 

International environmentalists and human- 
rights activists have great hopes that the Three 
Gorges Dam can still be stopped, but I wouldn't 
be too optimistic. China has been considering 
this project since 1944. Its motivation here is 
twofold. The dam's primary function will be 
flood control, which has been a pressing 
issue for centuries. The Yangtze River floods 
every year out of habit and every few years 
out of malice, taking thousands of lives and — 
more compelling in this era of economic 
enhancement — destroying factories and farms. 



Ideally, the dam's reservoir would contain and 
carefully release massive quantities of this 
flood water, although there is a substantial con- 
cern that the dam will be better suited for con- 
taining massive quantities of silt. (In the famous 
62-dam-wrecking Yangtze flood, for instance, 
engineers tried to open Banqiao's floodgates, 
and found them completely blocked with mud 
and gravel.) 

The other purpose of the Three Gorges 0am, 
of course, is to provide clean, safe hydroelec- 
tric power to the region. This is a pretty irre- 
sistible argument. China currently has a dirty 
little habit of burning 1 .2 billion tons of coal a 
year, and — for the sake of all the world's air — 
could seriously use a better source of power. 
Between 1970 and 1990, China's energy con- 
sumption rose 208 percent, compared with a 28 
percent average rise in already developed 
nations. Existing resources are understandably 
strained. Chinese factories often have to shut 
down three days a week due to electricity 
shortages, and many villages are without 
power of any kind. Chinese engineers insist 
that the Three Gorges Dam will produce the 
electrical equivalent of 10 nuclear-power 
plants, and angrily accuse Western environ- 
mentalists of plotting to keep the world's 
largest nation locked in the Stone Age. 

So the dilemma is this: Will the Three Gorges 
Dam save China, or merely sink it? The current 
World's Biggest Dam is Itaipu, built by Brazil 
for the same needs and reasons China has 
expressed. Expensive, dangerous, environmen- 
tally nightmarish Itaipu has never produced the 
electricity it promised. Brazil borrowed up to 
the eyeballs to build the thing, and was left 
with a foreign debt so outrageous that the coun- 
try's inflation rate grew to over 300 percent a 
year Compare that to America's 3 percent, and 
see what this project actually did to save 
Brazil's economy. 

Big dams are out of favor these days. The 
more sensible alternative would be to build sev- 
eral smaller dams along the Yangtze's many 
tributaries, yielding a safer, more efficient return 
on a lesser investment. But there's no glory in 
that, is there? That wouldn't be the second 
Great Wall of China. That wouldn't be an eternal 
monument to a mighty empire. So forget it, 
there isn't even any debate. The Chinese are 
good at building real big things real fast — if 
there's one thing they've got, it's labor — and 
their goals here are especially grand. Work 
began two years ago, and the latest push is to 
start actually damming the river's flow by 1997. 
This is a political decision, accompanied by 
this catchy slogan: "Complete the work of 
blocking the river a year in advance and make it 



"Do not be sad about tbe dam/' said one guide. 
"Geologists bave jiroven tbat this area was 
under water millions of years ago. So it is 
natural for tbis area to be under water again." 
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coincide with the year of Hong Kong's return to 
the motherland so as to turn 1997 Into a year of 
double celebration!" I'm sure the jingle is on 
everyone's lips. 

The World Bank, the United Nations, and the 
United States government have all made It clear 
that they do not approve. Opposition to the dam 
within China Itself has t>een huge and unprece- 
dented — although It quieted down somewhat 
after a few outspoken journalists and engineers 
were arrested for treason. Work goes on. This 
shouldn't be surprising. An elderly Chinese offi- 
cial named Madame Zhengying is in charge of 
the dam project. A few decades ago, she was 
also in charge of building the 62 dams that all 
liroke in one night. 

Madame Zhengying really wants this dam. 
She recently said, "If I am kept from damming 
the Three Gorges, I will not rest — even in death!" 

Madame Zhengying Is just a little bit relentless. 

The Chinese tourist service has a gentle 

euphemism for the villages and cities that will be 

flooded by the aam. They call these places 
"affected areas." 

One morning on the Princess Sheena, I made 
the sexy cruise director sit down with me and a 
map of the Yangtze River. I asked her to confirm 
all the affected areas In the Three Gorges. The 
sexy cruise director was beginning to hate me. 

"What will happen to Zigui City?" I asked. 

"Gone," she said, bored. 

"Badong?" 

"Gone." 

'Wanxian?" 



"Gone." 

"Fengjie?" 

"Gone." 

She liked the other guests better, since they 
were more relaxed about all this upcoming 
destruction. In the afternoons, for instance, the 
Malaysian ladies would sit on the deck, sunning 
themselves contentedly while doomed villages 
floated by. 

"It's so serene!" they would say. Sometimes 
they would fail asleep, and make a sound 
like purring. 

Each day, the Princess Sheena would stop at 
the docks of some particularly interesting 
"affected area," and let the passengers tour 
the city. The local villagers took advantage of 
these visits to make a little money. They would 
crowd around the cruise ships, calling the 
tourists by the names of whatever product they 
were selling. 

"Hello, silk!" they would yell. "Hello, jadel 
Hello, Kodak film!" 

The Malaysian ladies from the Princess 
Sheena would hire local Chinese men with 
sedan chairs, and then be carried through the 
town on the shoulders of these peasants. They 
seemed absolutely comfortable this way, being 
treated like ancient Chinese royalty. One after- 
noon I overheard one of the fancy Malaysian 
ladies berating her sedan-chair carriers in Chi- 
nese. Her voice was so scornful It sounded like 
something sizzling in oil. 

"What did you tell that man?" I asked her later. 

She said lightly, "I told him that if he stumlited 
again, I woukJ have him killed." 

"Excuse me?" 

She laughed. "Of course, I could not actually 
have him killed, but he doesn't know that. He 
was much more careful after I scared him." 

On these day trips, we would always cross 
paths with tourists from other t>oats. In the 
ancient city of Fengjie, I met a retired American 
couple resting on a bench. His name was Ed, 
and she was Sheila. They were taking a trip up 
the river too. Her sister had talked her into it, in 
order to see "all the old stuff." 

"What do you think of it?" I asked her. 

"There are steps everywhere in this darn 
country," she moaned. "My ankles are so darn 
swollen from climbing the darn stepsi" 

She lifted her caftan and showed me her 
ankles, which were indeed very swollen. 

Then she said, "And another thing! The food 
here is so bad, I wouldn't soak my feet in it." 

This brought an awkward silence. 

Sheila's husband asked, "Is that really an 
expression, honey?" 

Sheila one Ed didn't like Chine. They wore 
planning r trip tc Thailand nexi ye?;, where 
there would be "more creature comforts." 

"They do have great creature comforts in 
Thailand," I said. 

"And great creatures," Ed growled, winking at 
me with greasy lust. 

In the meantime. Sheila and Ed had hired a 
iocal guide who called himself Mr. Keith. He was 
very good, and they let me tag along. 

"I love tourists!" Mr. Keith said graciously. 
"I take your money from you!" He showed 
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us around his city of Fengjie, and shared some 
brilliant statements about the dam. 

"There are many ancient temples In the Three 
Gorges area," Mr. Keith explained. "Some of 
them are very high in the mountains, and 
tourists have to walk up many steps to visit. 
After the reservoir is filled, the tourists can just 
float by these temples on comfortable boats!" 

Swollen-ankled Sheila liked this. 

Later, Mr. Keith took us to a stone marker 175 
meters above the town of Fengjie. He explained 
that everything below the marker would t>e sub- 
merged. The entire city, carved delicately into 
the side of the mountain, was below us. An 
ancient Buddhist monastery was also below us. 
And a handsome new suspension bridge 
spanned the river below us. 

"What will happen to that bridge?" I asked. 

"It's in an affected area," 
Mr. Keith said. "It will be 
destroyed with dynamite and 
tt>en sutMTierged." 

"But it looks brand new!" 
Sheila said. 

"Yes. It was just finished 
last year." 

"And when will it be 
destroyed?" 

"Next year," ly^r. Keith said 
casually. 

"Why build a bridge rf you 
have to tear it down the next 
year?" Ed asked. 

Mr. Keith shrugged. "It is 
a very nice bridge." 

(I remembered something 
a Canadian engineer had 
told me. "In China, when it 
comes to construction, the 
right chopstick doesn't 
know what the left chopstick 
Is doing.") 

Mr. Keith also said. "Do 
not be sad about the dam. 
Geologists have proven 
that this area was under 
water millions of years ago. 
So it is natural for this area to be under 
water again." 

"Where will you go when the water comes?" I 
asked him. 

He smiled, as innocent as a turkey on Novem- 
ber 20. 

"The government is building a beautiful new 
city for me," he said. 

Of all China's lies, this one is the cruelest. 
There ain't gonna be no beautiful new city. 
Although thousands of people have been 
relocated already, a Hong Kong newspaper 
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"To build a super-dam 
capable of controlling floods 
and generating electricity 
on the Three Gorges...has 
been a dream since the time 
of Dr. Sun Yat-sen." 



reported that "not a single family has moved 
into new, permanent housing, because of slow 
progress and lack of funds." At least 5,000 citi- 
zens were evicted from Hubei Province last 
February and forced to spend the winter in 
shoddy temporary buildings. In many cases, 
farmers are moved from economically rich agri- 
cultural floodplains to overcrowded industrial 
cities, where the per capita income is less than 
half that of rural areas. 

Peasants who object to the move are kindly 
reminded to "take more good ideology with 
them, and less old furniture." Reluctance to relo- 
cate is a crime against the state, and legislation 
hastily passed in 1994 allows "threats to state 
security" to be punished by death. 

"The people of the Yangtze are very proud 
to make sacrifices for the good of the country," 
one Chinese official said. 
"They have been waiting 
all their life to make such 
a sacrifice." 

"Chinese peasants have 
an unhealthy attachment to 
the land of their ancestors," 
one Chinese hotel manager 
told me. "They make the 
relocation process difficult. 
These peasants often do 
not understand what is 
good for them." 

In 1992, some students 
from Kai County didn't know 
what was good for them, 
either. Because 179 of them 
protested the Three Gorges 
Dam's relocation policies. 
They were arrested as coun- 
terrevolutionaries, and no- 
body has heard from them 
since. People wait all their 
lives to make such a sacrifica 



Which reminds me of 

something that happened 
back in the stinky city of 
Yichang. 

"I like your President Clinton," Miss Sally told 
me one day. "He doesn't care so much about 
human rights. He leaves us alone about it, and 
makes much trade instead." 

"Thanks," I said. "We can all t>e proud of that." 

We were driving through Yichang. We'd been 
talking about politics, and Miss Sally had been 
telling me how much China valued its citizens. 
Then she wanted to show me how much China 
valued its endangered species, so she took me to 
the Chinese Sturgeon Research Institute. 

continued on page 120 



"I like your President Ciinlon/' my guide told 
me one day. "He doesn't care so mucli 
about human rights. He leaves us alone ahout 
it, and mal(es much trade instead." 
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The lines between AIDS and non- 
AID5 are blurred by a little-known 
phenomenon— AIDS without 
HIV. Celia Farber takes a closer 
look at the cases that continue to 
haunt AIDS researchers. 



A four-month-old baby girl was brought to 

the hospital by her mother. She was sick In a way 
that suggested Immune collapse: She had two 
kinds of pneumonia and when doctors tested her 
T cells — her Immune-system cells — they found 
that she only had some ten percent of the cells 
she would need to t>e healthy. Over the next year, 
she was hospitalized repeat- 
edly. She suffered weight loss 
and respiratory distress. Her 
doctors were baffled. This baty 
had AIDS. But she did not have 
the virus that Is associated with 
AIDS— HIV. Neither did her 16- 
year-old mother. Repeated 
blood tests came back HIV- 
negative for both of them. 

At 15 months of age, the bat>y 
came down with a new pneu- 
monia, and was given an antivi- 
ral In hope of suppressing her 
infection with cytomegalovirus. 
But It did nothing to help her, 
and she soon died. 

The hospital's pediatric patho- 
k>gist contacted the Department 
of Pathology at the Medical 
College of Wisconsin and spoke 
to AIDS researcher Konstance 
Knox, who was studying the 
tissue of AIDS patients. "He 
asked for our help," Knox 
recalls, "ttecause he could not 
document any reason for her 
immunodeficiency, or for the 
fatal lung infection." 

Knox went to the autopsy 
and collected some tissue from 
the child, and sure enough, 
there was no sign whatsoever 
of HIV, the only virus thought 
capable of causing this kind of 
syndrome. "Can AIDS be caused 
by something other than HIV7" 
Knox asks rhetorically. "This 
case convinced me. The answer 
Is yes. When you see a small 
child flayed out on a stainless- 
steel table. It really makes you 
think hard atKxit things." 



This sad case becomes a prism 
for one of the most baffling para- 
doxes of AIDS: You can't have 
AIDS, according to the official 
Centers for Disease Control defin- 
ition, If you don't have HIV, since 
HIV is considered the cause of 
AIDS and Is part of an AIDS diag- 
nosis It is the perfect circular defi- 
nition, and has ensured the AIDS 
establishment a near perfect correlation between 
HIV and AIDS. 

Near perfect, but not perfect. 

Th* scarl*! lattar of AIDS that servat to 

separate the blessed from the doomed Is the 
retrovirus HIV, Isolated in France In 1983 and 




declared the cause of AIDS In Washington, D.C., 
In 1984. Ever since that 1984 press conference, 
when AIDS researcher Robert Gallo announced 
that the probable cause of AIDS had been found 
In HIV, the research community has remained 
consumed with detecting, examining, and track- 
ing the virus. The most fundamental of all 
AIDS beliefs has always been that If you "have 
It," which really means having antibodies to 
It, you'll die; and If you don't have it, youVe 
safe — safe from the crippling loss of Immunity 
we've come to call AIDS. But a growing subset 
of cases are defying that law. The AIDS research 
community doesn't call them AIDS cases, yet 
they are, in the words of Science magazine, 
"clinically Indistinguishable from AIDS." They 
share the central feature of AIDS — very low 
CD4 counts, often accom- 
panied by debilitating Infec- 
tions and sometimes death. 
What they lack is the red 
flag: HIV 

These mysterious cases 
came to light at an AIDS 
conference In Amsterdam in 
1992, and caused a spasm 
of alarm In the media. Gov- 
ernment officials insisted 
the cases were very rare and 
"not particularly alarming," 
urging journalists to place 
their focus elsewhere. 

The CDC invented a new 
name to label the mysteri- 
ous cases, thus Isolating 
them from the AIDS cases 
and creating an artificial, if 
airtight, correlation between 
HIV and AIDS. The "new 
disease" was now called 
"ICL," which stands for Idio- 
pathic CD4 lymphocytope- 
nia, which simply means 
"CD4 cells vanishing for 
unknown reasons." ICL 
was being described not 
as HIV-negative AIDS but 
as a separate, distinct dis- 
ease grouping, not thought 
to have one origin, to 
be caused by a virus, or to 
be Infectious. 

Compared to HIV-positive 
AIDS cases, they are indeed 
very rare. But science does 
not typically measure Im- 
portance In sheer bulk. Cer- 
tainly, these cases are no 
more rare than the first 
smattering of AIDS cases 
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Organizers of the 1992 International AIDS Conference called 
an emergency session to address HIV-negative AIDS cases. 

were in 1981. But they have formed an ominous 
cloud that hangs over AIDS research — one that 
suggests that immune deficiency is far, far more 
complicated than previously believed. And by all 
estimates, HIV cannot explain all of it. 

Despite their what-me-worry public statements, 
the U.S. government and the World Health Organi- 
zation were so concerned about these cases a few 
years ago that they launched a major international 
investigation, held high-level meetings, and even 
started to design special computer software just to 
track them. What they were most worried about 
was the possibility that yet another "deadly virus" 
was on the loose and was threatening the blood 
supply. After reassurances that no such threat was 
evident, the fuss died down, and the media moved 
on. But these cases present an even larger 
question that continues to haunt certain AIDS 
researchers: Is there an unknown realm of immune 
suppression that has nothing to do with HIV? If so, 
what is the real relationship between HIV and 
AIDS? In crime cases, a solid alibi settles every- 
thing: Prove you weren't there and you're off the 
hook. Why not the same for HIV? 

The issue of "causation" is one of the most 

elusive and fractured areas of science. Doctors 
and researchers have for centuries tried to distin- 
guish the rules by which It is safe to say that a 
particular organism causes a particular disease. 
The German bacteriologist Robert Koch is often 
cited for his four postulates, the first of which is 
that the accused germ must be present in every 
case of the disease. But scientists still disagree 
as to whether Koch's 120-year-old rules can be 
applied to modern diseases. Still, the place to 
begin when pinning a germ to a disease is mere 
detection. \oii wouldn't diagnose tuberculosis 
without a positive TB culture. Nor polio without the 
polio virus. But witti AIDS, all the rules are different. 

AIDS was given its name at a time when it was 
still possible to look at it objectively: Acquired 
Immune Deficiency Syndrome. It was in 1981 that 
the first cluster of cases were seen in New York 
and California, among "previously healthy homo- 
sexual men," and the defining characteristics 
were "rare diseases," most notably a skin cancer 
called Kaposi's sarcoma (KS) and opportunistic 
Infections such as Pneumocystis carinii pneumo- 
nia (PCP). Researchers soon discovered that 



these men shared an immuno- 
logical defect — a severe drop in 
so-called "T-helper" cells, also 
called CD4 cells. PCP was a real 
tell-tale sign of immune col- 
lapse. It had previously been 
seen only in patients who were 
immune-suppressed from can- 
cer or other therapies, or in the 
very malnourished, such as chil- 
dren in Eastern Europe follow- 
ing World War II. 

The term AIDS was applied in 
1982, by the CDC, to describe 
"...a disease, at least moderately 
predictive of a defect in cell- 
mediated immunity, occurring 
with no known cause for dimin- 
ished resistance to that disease." 
HIV and AIDS have been so closely tied as 
to have become synonymous in the public 
mind. But actually there was never a perfect 
correlation. Only 40 percent of the very cases 
Gallo based his 1984 announcement on were 
proven to have the virus. The statistic is reveal- 
ing, because it shows that AIDS researchers 
were not overly concerned with the correlation 
Issue even then, and the entire debate about 
HIV/AIDS causation remains mired in this 
early confusion. 

In fact, prior to HIV being crowned the Cause, 
Gallo and his colleague Max Essex were advo- 
cating another virus Gallo had discovered, a 
leukemia virus called HTLV-1. And at least parts 
of the research community went along with it, 
simply because Gallo claimed to have found 
the virus in "most" AIDS patients he studied. 
This, despite that this virus was widespread in 
Japan, where there was no AIDS; despite that it 
was a leukemia virus, and leukemia is the mirror 
opposite of AIDS — an abundance, not a defi- 
ciency, of white cells. And most stunning, despite 
that another team of researchers who tried to 
replicate the Gallo team's results did not find 
HTLV-1 antit>odies in a single AIDS patient out of 
70 tested. 

Dr. Joseph Sonnabend, one of the first to treat 
AIDS in New 'Vork City, was a member of that 
team, and when he tried to get their conflicting 
results published, every medical journal closed 
its doors. "We couldn't get it published," 
Sonnabend recalls. "Such was the prestige of 
Gallo, even then." Sonnabend was the editor of 
the journal AIDS Research, however, and so 
wound up publishing the results himself. "It was 
such an incredibly unlikely theory. Yet many sci- 
entists that I respect actually went along with it." 

In 1984, Gallo stepped up to the plate again, 
this time with a viral Isolate he called HTLV-III, 
although it was unrelated to other HTLV viruses. 
In France the same virus had been isolated a year 
earlier, and dubbed LAV. Eventually the two 
names merged into a compromise: HIV — the 
Human Immunodeficiency Virus. 

The data that led up to HIV being called the 
cause of AIDS remain obscure, but centered on a 
supposedly striking correlation between the retro- 
virus and the disease, and the fact that, like so 
many viruses, it was shown to infect T-helper 



cells. For more than eight years, SPIN has been 
chronicling the complex and heated debate 
between the AIDS orthodoxy, and the now-600- 
scientist-strong opposition movement gathered 
under the banner name The Group for the Scien- 
tific Reappraisal of the HIV/AIDS Hypothesis, 
which Insists HIV has never been proven to be 
the cause of AIDS. 

At long last we have the data that spawned 
the hypothesis — offered up by the National Insti- 
tutes of Health itself, in a lengthy 1995 refutation 
of the argument that HIV might not cause AIDS. 
Here is the bottom line: In 1984, the NIH isolated 
HIV in 48 of 119 subjects. 

In San Francisco, HIV was found In people 
both with and without symptoms of AIDS. 
Researchers found virus in 27 of 55 patients with 
AIDS, and HIV antibodies in 90 percent of 113 
people with AIDS. 

In other words, from the very beginning it was 
documented that fewer than 50 percent of all 
early-AIDS patients had evidence of true viral 
infection with HIV. A much higher percentage, 
close to 90 percent, were antibody-positive, 
but in subsequent years, the HIV-antibody test 
has been deemed flawed, known to produce 
false-positive results by cross-reacting with 
other microbes. 

The conditions that can produce a false-positive 
test result include Hepatitis B vaccination, certain 
cancers, prior pregnancy, alcoholism, malaria, 



Df 230,179 people with 
AIDS, 299 had "AID5- 
defining conditions" 
but were HIV-negative. 



kidney failure, parasitic diseases, and ingestion of 
foreign sperm. Could these cross-reactions at long 
last explain the tendency of immune-suppressed 
people to test antibody-positive? 

CDC epidemiologist Dr. Dawn Smith told SPIN 
that she believes the early, poor correlation 
between HIV and AIDS is an artifact of technol- 
ogy. "The detection techniques used back then to 
find HIV were not as refined as they are today," 
she says. That seems a valid point, but when I 
run it by frontline HIV skeptic Dr. Peter Duesberg, 
a molecular biologist at the University of Califor- 
nia at Berkeley, he has a sharp comeback. 

"Well, how did they know then that HIV was 
the cause of AIDS? In that case they would 
know it now, with all this improved technology, 
but they wouldn't have known it then, when they 
announced it." 

There has been, over the years, a trickling of 

reported cases of patients with Kaposi's sarcoma 
who were HIV-negative, and by 1989 this original 
hallmark of AIDS was officially said not to be 
caused by HIV. In 1994 a New York research team 
held a press conference announcing that KS was 
in fact caused by a herpes virus. For years 
nobody took much note. 



I 



100 SPIN 



c 



It wasn't until the 1992 International AIDS 
Conference In Amsterdam ttiat the story of HIV- 
negative AIDS ballooned Into the public realm. 
Sparked by a Newsweek article that coincided 
with the conference, describing a dozen cases 
of people with "AIDS symptoms" but no HIV, 
conference organizers added an impromptu 
session to discuss the mystery. In the words of 
Dr. Anthony Fauci, director of the National Insti- 
tute of Allergies and infectious Diseases, it was 
as if "a real super-duper atomic bomb" had hit 
the conference. 

Or. Jeffrey Laurence, an immunoiogist at Cor- 
nell Medical University, opened the impromptu 
session by describing five patients who had "ail 
the hallmarks of AIDS," including low CD4 ceils 
and PCP, but no HIV. Four of them had known 
AIDS risk factors. Then-CDC head Dr. James 
Curran revealed that over the past three years, 
the CDC had found six such cases, at least three 
of whom had risk factors for AIDS. Reacting to the 
mounting tension in the room, Curran asked, 
"Should we have done this a year ago?" "Yes! 
Yes!" the doctors called out in response. Curran 
then called for all doctors to report their cases to 
the CDC immediately. 

They started — right then and there. One after 
another, they stepped up to the microphone and 
described patients who had "AIDS-like" immune 
deficiency but tested HiV-negative. One doctor 
had seen 1 1 cases in his practice alone. 

With the world's media present, the story 
exploded. But it exploded in a very linear, 
orthodox way. Overwhelmingly, the question 
became not "Does this mean we've got the 
wrong virus?" but rather "Is there another 
virus on the loose?" it was as if HIV was 
immune to skepticism even in the face of contra- 
dictory evidence. 

Fueled by the media, there was widespread 
panic about the safety of the blood supply, and 
U.S. health authorities, eager not to repeat the 
mistakes of the early years of AIDS, jumped into 
action. Within days of the Amsterdam confer- 
ence, they had sealed the official figure of HiV- 
negative AIDS cases at around 30, which they 
continually stressed was a negligible figure com- 
pared with the hundreds of thousands of cases of 
HIV-positive AIDS. But a popular adage of sci- 
ence says that strength does not necessarily 
come in numtiers. 

"All you need is one case to disprove a hypoth- 
esis," says Sonnabend. "The one thing that is still 
keeping the case open on the causal relationship 
between HIV and AIDS is these cases. Some of 
them are very troubling. It doesn't matter that 
they are few." 

Dr. Thomas Spira, one of the lead ICL 
researchers from the CDC, told SPIN that many 
of the original cases of ICL have been weeded 
out, and that the cumulative figure to date is "less 
than 75." 

And yet ICL is a topic that is growing, not 
diminishing, on medical databases, in 1993 the 
Worid Health Organization reported that its retro- 
spective survey, conducted in 21 countries, 
turned up 49 cases, as far afield as Zambia, 
Germany, New Zealand, and Ukraine. A Medline 
computer search for 1994 yielded 38 entries with 
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case reports; in 1995 there were 60. 
A close reading of the literature 
reveals that ICL cases are still trick- 
ling In at a steady pace. Not explo- 
sive by any means, but steady. 

In the weeks following the Am- 
sterdam conference, the CDC was 
quick to create a case definition for 
ICL; 1. Repeated CD4 cell counts 
found below 300 (1,000 is consid- 
ered normal), 2. Repeated negative 
blood tests for HIV, and 3. No evi- 
dence of immune-suppressive drugs, 
therapies, or conditions that might 
explain the immune collapse. 

They then launched a massive 
surveillance hunt in an attempt 
to find all cases. They scanned all 
their databases, and alerted all 
HIV/AIDS clinicians and AIDS 
researchers in the country to report 
any cases of HIV-negative Immune 
suppression. Less than three weeks 
after the Amsterdam conference, 
the CDC called an emergency 
meeting in Atlanta, to which more 
than 270 medical professionals 
came, including the head of the 
World Health Organization, Michael 
Merson. SPIN obtained a copy of 
the transcript. 

At the time of the meeting, the 
CDC was giving out the official num- 
ber of ICL cases as 30. But by the 
end of the meeting, a total of 173 
cases had in fact been reported by 
doctors from across the country. 
The questions posed from the outset 
of the meeting were. Is this a new ill- 
ness? How common Is it? What is 
the cause or what are the causes? Is 
the syndrome caused by a transmis- 
sible agent? If so, how is it transmit- 
ted? And finally. Can it be prevented? 

The search for ICL cases went 
along two main lines: One was a 
search in the datat>ase of AIDS cases 
to see how many were HIV-negative, 
another was a search among HIV- 
negative people for low CD4 counts. 
Of the latter, more than a hundred 
cases were reported in the meeting, 
out of several thousand samples. Of 
the former, a nationwide search of 
230,179 AIDS cases yielded 299 
who had "AIDS-defining conditions" 
but were HIV-negative. Of these, 
investigations were completed on 
172, and 134 were "reclassified" 
after further investigation. Eight 
were "deceased pediatric patients 
born of known HIV-positive mothers." 
In the words of Dr Martha Rogers of 
the CDC, "Thirty cases were sero- 
negative AIDS cases. Two of these 
30 cases met the ICL definition." 

This raises a tangle of questions; 
If 299 people had AIDS-defining corv 
ditions but tested negative, do they 
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still have AIDS? If there were 30 
cases of seronegative AIDS, and HIV 
is the cause of AIDS, then isn't that 
like saying water isn't always wet? 
If the CDC and NIH insist that ICL 
and AIDS are separate syndromes, 
clinically and epidemiologically, then 
why, when ICL cases am found to be 
HIV-positive, do they get reclassified 
as AIDS? And if two out of 30 sero- 
negative AIDS cases also had ICL, 
does that mean a person can have 
both AIDS and ICL? Finally, if 134 
people tested negative and then pos- 
itive, then how reliable is the HIV test? 

The CDC has remained resolute 
that ICL and AIDS are distinct syn- 
dromes. In their view, AIDS is 
caused by HIV and ICL is caused by 
multiple factors. In a sense, these 
cases represent a diagnostic cross- 
roads between the HIV orthodoxy 
and the HIV skeptics, because the 
take-home message is that HIV is 
not the only cause of AIDS — if by 
AIDS we still mean severe immune 
suppression, period. But because 
HIV is so inextricably bound to AIDS 
in the discourse, there is no lan- 
guage to describe AIDS outside of 
HIV. "ICL," some critics contend, is 
the CDC's semantic creation that 
attempts to explain the Inexplicable 
simply t>y naming it. 

Dr. Smith of the CDC was very 
forthcoming and did her best to sort 
out the confusion. "There are cleariy 
ways to become Immunosup- 
pressed and ill without t>eing HIV 
infected," she says "That's absolutely 
true. Whether you call that AIDS or 
not is where we part company." 
When asked whether there can be 
AIDS without HIV, she answers, 
"Well, it depends on what you mean 
by the term 'AIDS.' That's what 
makes it complicated." According to 
Smith, a person can have "AIDS- 
defining clinical conditions" but still 
not have AIDS if they lack HIV, and 
not have ICL (now pronounced as 
rhyming with "pickle") if they have 
over 300 CD4 cells. "They wouldn't 
have the disease AIDS, because 
they're not HIV-positive, and they 
wouldn't have ICL if they didn't have 
two CD4 counts below the cutoff." 

So, I wonder, what do those 
people have? 

"They just have whatever their 
condition is," Smith answers, illumi- 
nating the occasional madness of 
modern diagnostic medicine, where 
numbers, not symptoms, define dis- 
ease. Many researchers have been 
pushing for AIDS to be renamed 
"HIV Disease," which they feel is more 
specific than AIDS. "If we'd found 
the vims first," says Smith, "we never 
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would have called anything AIDS. 
What we use AIDS to mean clini- 
cally, is severe or end-stage immuno- 
depression due to HIV infection." 

"So," I offer, "as far as CDC is 
concerned, AIDS can exist only with 
HIV infection." 

"Right," says Smith. 

The CDC's Dr. Spira stresses 
that ICL is clinically distinct from 
AIDS, primarily in that the immune 
decline is not usually progressive, 
although it is persistent, and that 
some of the immunological parame- 
ters are different In ICL and in 
AIDS. But reading through all the 
case reports, the picture that 
emerges about ICL is essentially 
this: The patient has illnesses 
indicative of a failed immune sys- 
tem. Their T cells are tested and 
often found to be extremely low, for 
no apparent reason. Some die, oth- 
ers don't. This fits the CDC's first 
definition of AIDS perfectly: "...a 
disease at least moderately predic- 
tive of a defect in cell-mediated 
Immunity, occurring with no known 
cause for diminished resistance to 
that disease." 

There Is no question that these 
cases would have been diagnosed 
as AIDS, had they tested positive 
for HIV, a fact confirmed by Spira. 
Compounding the confusion is that 
the AIDS definition has undergone 
countless changes. It has been pro- 
gressively broadened over the 
years to encompass more and more 
symptoms, now as many as 27. 
(You have AIDS if you have fewer 
than 200 CD4 cells, any of the 
"AIDS indicator diseases," and an 
HIV-positive test result.) And now 
there is a third category: Those 
who qualify neither for AIDS nor 
ICL. When the CDC scanned its 
AIDS database — these are people 
who already had been diagnosed 
with AIDS— they found 299 who did 
not have HIV. And yet, only a frac- 
tion of those fit the ICL definition. 
How are the remaining HIV-negative 
AIDS cases classified? 

"There is no official category 
called HIV-negative AIDS," Smith 
says, confirming the problem that if 
they are not counted, they do not 
exist, which skews the correlation 
data the HIV debate hinges on. 

"Many more cases of ICL were 

initially reported than are in the 
CDC's records," says AIDS re- 
searcher Robert Root-Bernstein, 
author of Rethinking AIDS: The 
Tragic Cost of Premature Consen- 
sus, "because of the way they 
ended up defining It. It's a very 



strict definition, much stricter than 
AIDS. My recollection is that there 
were between 400 and 600 cases 
of HIV-negative AIDS initially, but 
most of them were thrown out as 
not ICL." 

AIDS, by contrast, suffers from 
the opposite problem — ^the numbers 
get inflated as the definition broad- 
ens every few years. 

"The big shock for me was to 
discover that there is a whole other 
category of people who get no diag- 
nosis at all," says Root-Bernstein. 
"They die without a diagnosis." 
Root-Bernstein recalls the case of a 
medical-school colleague who told 
him about the case of his father, 
who had traveled around the world, 
and wound up dying of something 
that "looked like AIDS." But he didn't 
have HIV, so he wasn't an AIDS 
case. He didn't have below 300 CD4 
cells, so he didn't have ICL. "My 
friend said his father died with no 
diagnosis," says Root-Bernstein, 
adding that he's gotten a few similar 
calls. "I suspect the problem is big- 
ger than we think It is," he says, "but 
not as huge as AIDS." 

"You mean HIV-positive AIDS?" 
I ask. 

"Sorry. Yes." 

In 1993, BlolTechnology pub- 
lished a paper by leading AIDS 
critic Dr. Peter Duesberg, in which 
Duest>erg attacks the medical estab- 
lishment's claim of overwhelming 
correlation between HIV and AIDS. 
Duesberg cites many weak spots, 
among them that the CDC does not 
actually document HIV tests along 
with AIDS diagnosis. This corre- 
lates with the point made by many 
AIDS doctors and community repre- 
sentatives that many people refuse 
to take an HIV test, for tear of losing 
insurance or employment, or for 
fear of social stigma. Hence, their 
AIDS diagnoses are made in the 
absence of a test. 

"I urge my patients not to be 
tested," Sonnabend admits. "The 
repercussions of the test are too 
great. I diagnose without the test. I 
do CD4 tests, and so on." 

Duesberg points out in his paper 
that the CDC's director of the 
HIV/AIDS division, Harold Jaffe, 
acknowledged in 1993 that the HIV 
status of 43,606 out of the 253,448 
recorded AIDS cases was "not 
tested." Duesberg then adds the 
10,360 cases diagnosed before the 
test was instituted. Citing data from 
the CDC's Technical Information 
Activity, he adds up the "not tested" 
continued on page 124 
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I f=eel Alright 

Warner Bros. 

DON'T CALL (T a comeback, he's been here for years, overstaying his wel- 
come and doing drugs in your bathroom, pissing away more talent than 
any songwriter since Gram Parsons gave country-rock its dual identity. So 
when Steve Earle confidently sings, "I feel alright / 1 feel alright tonight," 
on the stunning title song from his first major-label album in six years, it's 
more a cause for relief than anything. But "feelin' alright," a country cliche 
if ever there was one. Is a damnably mutable concept. And as a 40-year- 
old former country savior, he's got no patience for It. Too much of country 
music today sounds like group therapy for folks with diminished expecta- 
tions who want to "feel alright." After every song, the congregation turns 
and extends a reassuring right hand 
of Christian fellowship. There's noth- 
ing reassuring about Steve Earle. 

Earle's voice Is a raw nerve, a rock- 
er's rasp, and even though he over- 
turned Nashville's tables with his 1986 
debut Guitar Town (a No. 1 country 
album) and opened up the market- 
place for men with hats, it's a voice 
from a far more problematic world. A 
world where country's deep pathos 
about the past and rock's high-strung 
anxiety about the future mingle 
uncomfortably. In a genre that consid- 
ers writing your own songs a con- 
frontational act, Earle was a country 
troublemaker by definition. During four 
years spent in a heroin fog (he wrote 
just four songs), he took every wrong 
turn into the black heart of white trash 
and discovered, finally, that certain 
demons will always ride beside him. 
While Garth Brooks blows his "We Shall 
Be Free" trumpet, Earle testifies: "Be 
careful what you wish for, friend / I've 
been to hell and now I'm back again." 

A cautionary threat, I Feel Alright 
gives grief to anybody who doesn't 
acknowledge life's tragic ambiguity — 
defeat always shadows victory, sad- 
ness always mirrors happiness. But it 
gains its power from a batch of songs 
that surprisingly don't romanticize, or 
wearily depict, his descent. Earie's got a grudge the size of Webb Pierce's 
guitar-shaped swimming pool, and he knows how to use and abuse It — In 
the album's first verse, he sneers, "Now some of you would live through 
me / And lock me up and throw away the key," before snorting, "Hehl" with 
gleeful, get-off-my-dick disgust. But aside from the brutal blues "CCKMP" 
(or "Cocaine Cannot Kill My Pain"), he never drags us through the gutter, 
preferring to sublimate his bitterness in a series of superficially conven- 
tional songs that may be the edgiest pop vignettes he's ever written. 

In fact, at times, / Feel Alright could be a heaven-sent demo sampler. 
"More Than I Can Do" sounds like an outtake from a Dylan/Beatles ses- 
sion and would put Cariene Carter on every diner jukebox in America. The 
majestically weepy "Valentine's Day" (with the Fairfield Four on gospel 
backup) has George Jones written all over it. If Bruce Springsteen perked 
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up and roared through "Now She's Gone," then somebody might actually 
give a hoot about whether he'd read The Grapes of Wrath. And I swear if 
Axl Rose ever does a solo album, "The Unrepentant" is right down his 
self-mythologizing alley, though session dudes could never approximate 
the hypnotically rumbling guitar that producer/guitarist Richard Bennett 

coaxes from Earle. 

But the fact Is, nobody would ever 
sing these songs like Steve Earle. 
He's a passionately volatile SOB and 
there's a hint of menace in almost 
every lyric he gets near, no matter 
how damp with sentiment. His voice, 
still scratchy from a 1987 scuffle 
with an off-duty cop's nightstick, res- 
onates with a depth that was lacking 
on 199S's Train-a-Comin', a rever- 
ently folky collection of covers and 
originals. Reverence is not Earle's 
forte. Like Sean Penn's character in 
the film Dead Man Walking (to which 
Earie contributes a chilling death-row 
ballad from a prison guard's point 
of view), he's charming and sympa- 
thetic when it's to his advantage. 
But he also knows the allure of irre- 
sponsible meanness. When Earle 
sings that he's "crazy" at)out his lover 
in the otherwise briskly regretful 
"More Than I Can Do," then casually 
mentions that he won't run if she 
calls the police, an elaborately 
spooky, codependent nightmare 
unfolds in your mind. "Hurtin" Me 
Hurtin' You" is a wrenching waltz of 
clueless lovers. His painful awareness 
of both sides of every argument is 
why the album's hopeful, lump-ln-the- 
throat closer, "You're Still Standin' 
There" (a duet with Lucinda Williams), is such a rush. 

still. Earle has no more Idea where he fits in now than he did 10 years 
ago. There's no call for a "new Dylan" or "new Springsteen" to articulate 
the working-class trudge. Meanwhile, country and rock audiences are just 
as segregated as ever. Earle's relationship with the entire pop industry is 
reminiscent of the Irish poet Seamus Heaney's comment about New York 
City: "I'm in and I'm out, I'm back and I'm forth — like an evil thought." In 
the past, when his need for approval ran up against the demand for a 
fixed, marketable identity, Earle rebelled, embodying his evil thoughts like 
a studio gangsta gone loco. Now that he's exhausted those options, he 
seems to trust the recuperative powers of his songs again. And just as 
important, not give a damn that his defmition of "feelin' alright" might 
sound like heresy in Nashville. CHARLES AARON 
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m GIRLS AGAINST BOYS 
House of GVSB 

Touch and Go 



I wish this review was on a CD- 
ROM, so you could click and hear 
"Super-Fire" open the festivities 
here for 40-or-so seconds. A fast 
metal-chime guitar riff (like a snippet 
of Big Black or Killing Joke) repeats 
four times, then heavy drums surge 
in along with two thick bass-lines, 
the guitar switches to a sticky wah- 
wah drip, and Scott McCloud adds 
his flat speak/sing (like Mark E. 
Smith of the Fall, but under tight lyrical 
control), mouthing "nothing satisfies" 




with enough pump and angle that 
the sentiment isn't hackneyed — ^just 
another needle under your skin. 

The 40 minutes that follow these 
40 seconds feature multiple surges 
just as utterly convincing. It's the 
biggest, most contemporary sound- 
ing, and physically enticing hard rock 
anyone is offering just now — psy- 
chedelia, funk, lounge, and indus- 
trial fused with clipped precision 
and unbounded vigor into a skeleton 
of postpunk-band innovations that 
Girls Against Boys have studied 
with the passion of jazz musicians. 

Although GvsB were the subjects 
of a major-label bidding war — 
Geffen won, but the band chose to 



honor an oral, three-LP agreement 
with Touch and Go and release one 
final indie album— the band really 
isn't that similar to the scrunge 
minnows imitating Seattle. "I like to 
feel the microphone in my teeth," 
McCloud once said. He doesn't bel- 
low and mope like an Eddie Vedder 
or Trent Reznor (though "Vera Cruz" 
kicks a NIN synth-beat to flex a 
different muscle). And the thick- 
but-kicking center, with sweet 
edges scratched against it (like 
nails on a blackboard in reverse), 
that GvsB uses to hook you in relies 
neither on harmonic Beatles/ 
Nirvana choruses nor Zep/Sabbath/ 
Soundgarden power-chords. 

They've got a different pedigree: 
blue-blood indie rock. In the late 
1980s, McCloud, bassist Johnny 
Temple, and drummer Alexis Fleisig 
were the backing musicians in the 
Dischord combo Soulside, a band 
produced by Eli Janney, now GvsB's 
second bassist and keyboardist (He's 
also the band's backing vocalist, his 
falsetto a major melodic element.) 
Girls Against Boys began in 1988 as 
a studio project involving McCloud, 
Janney, and Fugazi's Brendan Canty, 
releasing an EP and album in that 
form before becoming a full band, 
signing to Chicago's Touch and Go 
(bastion of artcore guitars and post- 
Big Black "pigfuck" impurism) and 
moving to Sonic Youth's town, NYC. 

Fugazi, Big Black, even Sonic 
Youth. These are some of the post- 
punk tributaries pop-alternative has 
largely passed by; Girls Against Boys' 
achievement is to show how the 
legacy of bands like these (as welt as 
Joy Division, Public Image Limited, 
the Stooges, early Pere Ubu, and 
especially the Fall) wasn't insular 
avant-gardism but a revolution in 
how hard rock could sound, must 
sound, if it's to go forward. On previ- 
ous albums, GvsB were faceless 
compared to their elders, too turgid 
or fracturedly experimental for any- 
one but hipsters to care. Maybe they 
were schooling, gathering chops, 
because House of GVSB Is propul- 
sive and undeniable, a goddamn 
sex machine. eric weisbard 



GIN BLOSSOMS 
Congratulations I'm Sorry 

A&M 

What we talk about when we talk 
about jangle-rock is a simple but 
flexible gimmick, the tension created 
by the heightened sustain in the gui- 
tars and the forward momentum of 
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the beat. On '92's multi-platinum New 
Miserable Experience, the Gin 
Blossoms took advantage o( this stop- 
and-go effect to create guitar lines 
that circled hack on themselves and 
made the listener feel as trapped In 
the tune as the singer was in his pain; 
the hoolts were almost literally so. 

Lyrically, New Miserable Experi- 
ence was the same old miserable 
experience of heartache and long- 
ing relived again and again. "Is she 
coming 'round for me once again / 
Around or was that the end / I just 
hope she's coming 'round again" 
went the chorus to "Mrs. Rita," and 
Jesse Valenzuela's decision to use 
the word 'round rather than back 
suggested he knew exactly what 
was going on. New Miserable was 
an album about being stuck in 
vicious cycles of desire — for a vraman 
or a bottle — and its special genius 
was to create music of a similarly ad- 
dictive nature. In July of '93, Billboard 
ran a story about the Blossoms' 
breakthrough single "Hey Jealousy": 
a year later it ran a follow-up ("Gin 




Blossoms' Hits Refuse to Fall Away") 
marveling that the song was still 
being added to playlists — I.e., it 
came 'round again. 

On the new Congratulations I'm 
Sorry, the Blossoms still want to 
trap you In strange loops of stasis 
and momentum; "Slow down Vir- 
ginia / Don't make me wait" goes 
the koan-like (not to mention Billy 
JoeMIke) chorus to one song. But 
it's a tough trick to keep pulling off, 
especially since the band's best 
songwriter — "Hey Jealousy" author 
Doug Hopkins — killed himself after 
his bandmates gave him the boot. 
Thougii Valenzuela and Robin 
Wilson penned a number of good 
songs on New Miseratile and get off 
a few admirably sweet choruses here, 
It's clear that Hopkins l>rought a level 
of specificity and skill otherwise 
lacking. Where Hopkins could reveal 
a dozen painful truths In a few words 
("She had nothing left to say / So she 
said she loved me / I stood there 
grateful for the lie"), nowadays the 
Blossoms go in for, you know. 



Imagery: "I'm like a broken record / 
That you can play / Repeating as if 
it matters / Everything I wanna say." 

The Gin Blossoms are like a bro- 
ken record, repeating everything they 
wanna say — and have already said, 
elsewhere, better. I'm not coming 
"round again. jeff salamon 



ED LOS LOBOS 
ColossmI Head 

Warner Bros. 

It was hardly a surprise when the 
principal songwriters of Los Lobos, 
singer-guitarist David Hidalgo and 
drummer Louis Perez, went off for 
a dose of weird time signatures, 
fragmented arrangements, and back- 
yard surrealism with producer Mitchell 
Froom in a 1994 side project ttiey 
called Latin Playboys. After all, Los 
Lobos had long devoured the off- 
kilter refrains of children's songs, 
ancient Tex-Mex ballads, hoodoo 
blues, and the hiormone shudders of 
obscure East L.A. barrio rock. 

Still, few expected L.atin Playboys' 
album to showcase such an airy 
avant-garde, free of the gooey, liter- 
ary overlay of other late-blooming 
experimenters like Tom Waits and 
U2. Now the playboys have returned 
to the fold. Los Lobos' Colossal 
Head (think Olmec sculpture) adds a 
fresh, woozy spin to the group's fas- 
cination with communities under 
stress and gives them new license to 
sanctify little crises of the heart with 
chrome-t>right licks of guitar and sax. 
Los Lobos have the richest reper- 
toire of any American band right now 
and t>>ey're hidden in plain sight 

The group's last regular album, 
Kiko, served a couple more nourish- 
ing melodies than Colossal Head, 
but it sounds skittish in comparison, 
badly in need of the woodshedding 
of Latin Playboys. The new confi- 
dence glows on tracks like "Life Is 
Good," an impressionistic mood 
piece that zooms In on a tipsy fellow 
in a noisy crowd (a baseball game?) 
while the beat explores his ebul- 
lience. There's the crack of a l>at (or 
a gunV) at the end that sparks the 
Impulse to jump back at the start 
and savor the touches of anxiety 
scattered by the horn comments. On 
a variety of saxophones, Steve Berlin 
revels in the new style, with buzzes 
and honks that are not just gut- 
bucket but gut-thimble, gut-barrel, 
gut-tanker. He's the sinew attached 
to "Manny's Bones" — a jaunty laugh 
at deatli — and a grumbling horde on 
"This Bird's Gonna Fly." 
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the Matthetws 
It's Heavy In Here 



Will Pass Mc' to ttiv guilar pop i^e^ntTf 
of "Fantare." Il\is record covers mucn 
territory, but detisers a singular inessafte 
of duality, taste, and dignity Eric wanh 
you toenidy ttus 
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The Grifters 
Am 't My Lookout 

All: .' Wr ioiacifts tne Gnllers lirst i-jli 
length since signing to the Sub Pop label 
and It shines like the goddamn sun. It was 
recorded, like the two preceding It, with 
the acclaimed Doug Eailey at his Easley 
Studios. The Grifters are one of Itte most 
enpigyng hw twids in the world Insuppcvt 
ol Amy %Loo*our. the group will be Aiing 
eitensive tounng dlha US and abroad. Do 
not miss themi 



ORDER OVER THE WEB — H'S FAST, FUN AND lASYII 
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BUT HE ALWAYS SEEMED LIKE 
SUCH A NICE YOUNG MAN. 




NICK CAVE AND THE 


BAD SEEDS 


Murder Ballads 





Ten songs that all end the same way. 

Featuring guest artists PJ Harvey, 
K)ile Minogue and Shane MacQowan. 
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The only bump on Colossal Head 
is that about a third of the time the 
scenes and lyrics lie flat and arid on 
top of the music. Cesar Rosas's 
"This Bird's Gonna Ry," for instance, 
Is as routine a gotta-go-babe snipe 
as this band has ever allowed itself. 
Songs like "Life Is Good" and the 
title track tell stories without narra- 
tive, an antidote for Los Lobos' per- 
sistent urge for generic sad fables. 
Those are too easy. Hard is a seem- 
ingly simple instrumental like "Buddy 
Ebsen Loves the Night Time." Every 
unnecessary instrument has been 
left out and a precise dissonance 
Introduced on guitar to make it the 
chant of a crazed toddler, a perfect 
closer. "Revolution" wonders what 
happened to the reckless ideals of 
the group's youthful years, but it's 
half in jest. On Colossal Head, Los 
Lobos' revolution continues, unfin- 
ished but eager. milo miles 



Q SEPULTURA 
Koots 

Roadrunner 

In these demanding days of identity 
politics, you'd think headbangers 
would do better at exploring their 
roots than, say, Tesia covering the 
Five Man Electrical Band. So fans of 
Brazilian thrash kings Sepultura 
should savor Roots, which takes the 
rain-forest chants and street drum- 
ming flavor that flickered through 
the firestorm of Chaos A.D. even 
further. A couple of tracks pair the 
boys up with Cardnhos Brown, the 
Bahia composer and populist drum 
mystic who's worked with Bill Laswell 
(see Bahia Black's afoxe-jazz-funk 
Ritual Beating System); another has 
them flying into the heart of the jun- 
gle to jam with the native Xavante 
tribe. But carnivale this ain't. The 
group's speedcore-death-metal gui- 
tar assault remains a scorched- 
earth policy; the extra-cultural sounds 
are more dropped in than integrated; 
and frontman Max Cavalera still 
delivers his rants in the genre's stan- 
dard Godzilla voice-over, except for 
some bizarre heavy breathing with 
Faith No More's Mike Patton and 
House of Pain's DJ Lethal on "Look- 
away," one of the disc's more innova- 
tive tracks, "world music" aside. 

Given the spirit of Roots, though, 
this is exactly as it should be. 
Always suspicious of nationalism 
(especially with their country among 
the planet's worst environmental 
and human-rights offenders). Sepul- 
ture's ethnography isn't about flag- 
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waving. Partly It's about sound — 
heavy t>loco drumming and crushing 
guitars were made for each other. 
But mainly it's a metaphor of main- 
taining your identity and convictions 
in the face of oppressor cultures — 
which for these guys is about being 
state-of-the-art headbangers. That 
qualifies them as part of a marginal 
culture for sure these days, a fact 
even their rain-forest buddies recog- 
nized. "We had seen some pictures 
and knew they were 'different,' with 
long hair and body paintings," said a 
spokesman for the Xavante tribe, "and 
that they have suffered discrimination 
and prejudice just like us," adding, 
"We were also very glad to know 
that Sepultura decided to record 
with the people from Pimentel 
Barbosa village because they had 
listened to our CD and seen our 
video." It's a small world after all. 
(Roadrunner, 536 Broadway, New 
York, NY 10012) will hermes 
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BILLIE RAY MARTIN 
Deatlllne tor My Memories 

Sire 

Billie Ray Martin's "Your Loving 
Arms" was the instant club classic of 
1994. Like Crystal Waters's "100% 
Pure Love" the year before, this solo 
dance debut by the German-born 
Londoner who fronted the highly 
regarded deep-house act Electribe 
101 was the pop song with under- 
ground credibility, one that everyone 
could agree had something special. 
Martin's lyrics speak of profound joy 
and pain, the melody soars through 




consciousness like a caress, and the 
vocal sets itself apart from the wail- 
ing of generic gut-busting divas. 
Martin's pronunciation is unmistak- 
ably European and yet her emotional- 
ity is closer to the black-American 
South. Martin sounds utterly original 
even as she captures universal truths 
Her long-awaited album proves 
that "Your Loving Arms" was just 
the beginning. Whereas that song 
was coproduced with Martin by the 



Grid (the hit English pop-techno duo 
that includes the instrumental half of 
Soft Cell), the rest of Deadline for 
My Memories is overseen by Brian 
Transeau, a.k.a. B.T., the hottest 
thing to hit trance-disco since pop- 
pers. Unlike so many big, trendy 
names in the remix/dance pro- 
duction world, the Washington, 
D.C. -based wonderkid isn't a DJ but 
a classical musician with formal 
training that goes beyond fierce 
beats. Deadline has plenty of single- 
worthy uptempo material, but the 
gospel- and country-tinged ballads 
are perhaps even more impressive. 

That's not to say that this is any- 
thing but Martin's creation. She 
writes all the lyrics, much of the 
music, collaborates on the mixing 
and the production, and her stamp 
is all over the trippy grooves and 
inspirational arrangements. The 
woman has a serious presence that 
does for '90s house music what 
Annie Lennox and Alison Moyet did 
for synth-pop, transforming even the 
most thump-heavy tracks into 
something intimately personal and 
spiritually substantial. Calling her 
last track "Big Tears and IMake-up," 
Martin is the Courtney Love of 
dance music: one major disco 
drama queen. barry Walters 



EM MARK EITZEL 
60 WaU Silver Lining 

Warner Bros. 

Leaving Las Vegas is the t>est movie 
ever about drunkenness because it 
rejects reality altogether, entering 
instead into the hyperreality that is the 
lush life's lure and trap. Neon nights, 
dangerous pratfalls, desire as a 
chaotic blur, despair as a memory you 
can't quite place — all tumble together 
into one long sensual nosedive. 
Nicolas Cage plays a cartoon cursed 
(or blessed) with self-aw/areness, de- 
lighted as much as horrified by his 
gift for self-destruction. He revels in 
the subtleties of incoherence — the 
shape of every stumt>le, ttie volume of 
each tantrum, the minutiae of betrayal 
as he fractures his own heart. 

And he could have walked out of 
a Mark Eitzel song. For ten years 
Eitzel has t>een honing a similar per- 
formance; he started as a drunk 
with a poet's ear and evolved into a 
dramatist with a drunk's cosmology. 
"Welcome to the laws of decay," he 
sings on "Wild Sea," from this, his 
first solo album since dissolving 
American Music Club, then contin- 
ues to delineate those laws in 



scenes both heart-wrenching and 
retch-inducing. The two codepen- 
dents of "Mission Rock Resort" dis- 
cuss one's imminent collapse. 
"Some Bartenders Have the Gift 
of Pardon" follows a barfly to his 
watery, pills-and-booze grave. 
"Cleopatra Jones" — a happy song — 
joins a "fag hag and a dope fiend" 
on a binge after she's just been fired. 
"Everything's beautiful," Eitzel intones 
elsewhere. "But not you or me." 

Escaped from being in a rock 
band, Eitzel can now push his lounge- 
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crooner tendencies into the hyperre- 
ality he has always courted. AMC 
guitarist Vudi's expert riffing wouldn't 
have fit anyway, amidst all the peppy 
horn charts and tinkling pianos. Mark 
Isham, New Age's Henry Mancini, 
plays trumpet, while AMC bassist 
Danny Pearson sticks to stand-up and 
AMC multi-instrumentalist Bruce 
Kaphan supplies most of the rest. 
Eitzel himself goes for full-on Velvet 
Fog. His singing is still intense, but 
without a rock'n'roll mood directing 
him, the build is more high-concept, 
the punch lines more pointed. 

60 Watt Silver Lining includes a 
few hesitant duds. But "Cleopatra 
Jones," "Mission Rock Resort," and 
"Some Bartenders..." are as good as 
AMC got. When he was fronting a 
rock band, Eitzel had to fight his wit 
turning bitter and his compassion 
seeming corny; the rules of rock 
authenticity wouldn't let him simply 
turn a deft emotional phrase. His jazz- 
ier mood allows him to relax into the 
brandy-glow of sincere sentimental- 
ity. Strange to say about someone 
who's devoted his career to evoking 
excess, but Mark Eitzel has finally 
found his comfort zone. That he did 
so by going over the top is no sur- 
prise at all. ANN POWERS 



AFGHAN WHIGS 
Black Love 

Elektra Entertainment 

This Cincinnati band was several 
Sub Pop records and many more 




NEW ALBUM 

WITH 13 
NEW SONGS 
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DO NOT ENTER THIS CONTEST 
IF YOU BELIEVE THAT 
ADVERTISING, HOME SHOPPING, 
ENCYCLOPEDIAS AND 
VIDEO GAMES DEFINE NEW MEDIA 



As the personal computer comes of age, 
It is evolving far beyond its number- 
crunching roots. Today, it is being 
integrated into the work and play of 
animators, film makers, musicians, 
writers and photographers throughout 
the world. As the artistic community 
embraces the new media, we are 
witnessing the creation of a new genre: 
works created for performance on the 
computer. 



Over the past two years we have viewed 
more than one thousand works shared 
with us by independent anists exploring 
the potential of the computer medium. 
Response to these fresh and experi- 
mental works at exhibits around the 
world has been inspiring. We are again 
seeking digital works from Uie creative 
community. 



A CALL FOR ENTRIES; 3 Awards of Merit 
S5,000 each. Objective: to support 
creative people using computers for 
original works Deadline: Received by 
post or electronically by June 28. 1996 
Entry Requirements: Digital works (noi 
commercially marketed! that can be sent 
in their entirety on a computer-readable 
medium. Any subject. No installations 
PC or Macintosh. 
Automated Email: info@nvnv.org 
Questions: staff@nvnv.org 
WWW: ht1p://www.nvnv,org 
FAX: 415.855.0788 
TEL 415 855 0780 



Jurv Members: 



JeneWajner 
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A collaboiation of Interval Research Corporation 
and Tlie Voyager Company 



feverish live dates into a career 
wften its soulful experiments cohiered 
into Gentlemen. By that time, it hap- 
pened to be 1993. so the songs' crack 
guitar-architecture behaved with the 
expected distorted-post-Nirvana 
involvement. Yet everything else 
about singer and songwriter Greg 
Dulli's band seemed less literally 
generic: the cinematic drifts, the 
actorly immersions, the disregard 
for metal, the uncanny union with 
'60s and '70s R&B. Black Love, 
Afghan Whigs' new album, wisely 
emphasizes the band's exceptional 
qualities and de-emphasizes the 
alt-rock overlays. More than ever, 
Afghan Whigs emerge as a robust, 
breathing unit capable of capturing 
the Intense close-ups, disorienting 
dissolves, and wide pans of the 
mental events and outside auras 
that obsess Dulll. Crazy as he is 
about the expository powers of 
cinema, he still works overtime not 
to use language alone to create 
his stories. 

Nothing better illustrates this than 
the heightened finesse with which 
Afghan Whigs continue to adapt 
black music to rock. Like Dulli's 
refracted way with words and char- 
acters, this notional R&B — not any- 
one's tribute or copy, but soul rhythms 
and organs and background-vocal 
renovations and harmonics threaded 
through a thick tapestry of passionate 
deconstruction — amounts to a rare 
engagement between genres. Songs 
like "My Enemy" tackle big issues 
like revenge, slander, and survival 
by knitting them furiously into rock 
tracks where every guitar stutter, 
every barging drumbeat, every dis- 
tressed rhapsody advances the 
shards of narrative and atmosphere 
that combine for Afghan Whigs' 
rock. Even when a couple of 
songs, like the magnificent "Going 
to Town" and "Faded," use dance 
beats or gospel stralght-up, Afghan 
Whigs never quite offer the mere 
soul recital. 

As with Gentlemen, the way such 
conventions inform instead of deter- 
mine chewier pieces like "Double 
Day" or "Blame. Etc." Is what really 
distinguishes the music. And the 
ballads ("Step Into the Light," "Night 
by Candlelight") are, almost incredi- 
bly, the deliberations of a rock guy 
who knows his L.T.D. and Gap Band 
slow-Jams. That Dulli's voice has the 
texture of old mink and the rhythmic 
reliability of a metronome clinches 
the deal. The net result is rock 
music as unforgiving as a car hood, 
as elegant as a cuff link. 

JAMES HUNTER 



B VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Off Beat: A Red Hot 
Soundtrip 

Wax Traxl/TVT 

The '90s Is a smorgasbord of retro- 
style, a summary of the millennium 
captured on a computer chip. Pick 
your decade, the '90s can replicate 
it. Naturally, trip-hop aficionados 
have chosen to simulate the 'SOs. 
Brothers from other planets such 
as Brooklyn who are all about 
after-hours slow jams and poetry 
slams have created their own laid- 
black version of the Beats, minus 
Maynard G. Krebs. After all, they're 
another generation marked by lack 
of ambition and a proF>ensity for mind 
expansion via marijuana usage, 
lounging, and exotic drums. Oddly 
enough, those Red Hot people, 




who've released several other com- 
pilations designed to raise money 
for AIDS research, have taken It 
upon themselves to examine the 
cultural wormholes between the 
'90s and '50s in a high-concept 
compilation somewhat experimental 
even for trip-hop and acid jazz. 

Assembling a roster of uncategor- 
izable tieyond-the-fringers like Skylab, 
Meat Beat Manifesto, Tortoise, My 
Bloody Valentine, and David Byrne, 
Off Beat gives them license to ill. 
Self-proclaimed "media virus" DJ 
Spooky That Subliminal Kid sets 
Amiri Baraka, reading his poem 
"Black Dada NIhilismus" against a 
simple synth-bass background. 
Soul Coughing's sonic action- 
painting "Murder of Lawyers" throws 
around buckets of absurdities like 
"Them emus cast holes In my land 
gauges!" over a frenetic bassline 
and a ton of tape loops. Along 
with gems like Christian McBride 
Meets DJ Krazy's "Krazy Groove," 
populated by backward flutes and 
furtive whispers. Off 8eaf joyously 
borders on weirdness for weird- 
ness' sake; its 26 tracks, all of 
a sapient brevity, are a highly 
creative tangent worth exploring, 
and like, crazy, man. 

JAIMES HANNAHAM 
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m THE SPINANES 
Strand 

Sub Pop 

One minute into the Spinanes' sec- 
ond album, Rebecca Gates rhymes 
"fire" with "desire." Manos, her 
group's superior debut, left sex a 
subtext (save for the hips-lips grind 
of Its title track), but Strand shifts 
the perspective from observer to 
lover; these songs are about want- 
ing someone around, but not too 
close. Gates's elliptical lyrics are 
always in motion — action verbs 
outnumber nouns. Equal parts ex- 
citement and frustration, her wan- 
derlust is closer in spirit to Bjork's 
Posf— though Gates is much shyer — 
than the personal-ad, blowjob- 
and-boyfriend content of other 
female rockers. 

This is indie rock about indepen- 
dence, and its ambivalence is mental 
and musical. Gates and drummer 
Scott Plouf toy with atmospherics. 
She adds stark keyboard tones and 
melodies; he contributes neat rum- 
bling thunder effects and hand- 
claps that jump-start the kiss-off 
chorus of "Oceanwtde." Some ex- 
periments with space and distance, 
like the meandering noise quag- 
mires that bracket "Lines and 
Lines," seem like concessions to 
current trends, and they weaken the 
telepathic-twin interplay that makes 
the Spinanes special; at times, the 



studio is an unwelcome third mem- 
ber of the group. But uptempo 
tracks like "Valency" have the 
giddy rush of a new crush; their 
chord and tempo changes are intu- 
itive, natural. 

At one point, Gates refers to 
scorecards, and throughout Strand 
there's a defensive sense that indie 
rock's small world can be oppres- 
sive as well as liberating. A handful 
of ballads struggle for private plea- 
sure away from the gossip of social 
spheres; the better ones showcase 
Gates's growth as a singer and 
songwriter. Her voice is now more 
likely to rise to a high note than 
drop to a whisper, so late-night 



lullabies build to quiet crescendos. 
And fire/desire rhymes aside, she 
favors observation over cliche, 
transforming small, sensual details 
into melancholy, instant mementos. 
(Sub Pop, 1932 First Ave., Suite 
1103, Seattle, WA 98101) 

JOHNNY HUSTON 



B NOFX 

Heavy Petting Zoo 

Epitaph 

Punk purists hate NOFX. They play 
their instruments really well, for 
one thing, well enough that they 
could zip through the Rush song- 
book or something if they wanted 
to move on from peppy California 
punk rock; and although the band 
takes extra steps to make them- 
selves unattractive to commercial 
radio and 120 Minutes — scabrous 
lyrics, trumpet solos — they sell 
as many records as some of 
the bands whose sneering faces 
adorn the cover of this magazine. 
Then there's singer Fat Mike's nasal 
everykid sneer. If you are a 
15-year-old just now burning 
through your very first pair of 
Dr Martens — or a member of, say, 
Bad Religion — it is hard to avoid 
the conclusion that NOFX is mak- 
ing fun of you in a way you don't 
quite understand. 

Neither nostalgics like Offspring 
nor inclined toward the dissonant 
post-hardcore showmanship of 
Fugazi or NoMeansNo, NOFX roll 
oi and thrash and classic Orange 
County hardcore into a meta-punk 
the way early-period Mothers of 
Invention seemed to combine every 
genre then existing under the 
umbrella of rock'n'roll into a single, 
hermetic style. Heavy Petting 
Zoo, the band's seventh, is sing- 
along-in-the-plt NOFX, a little more 
in the catchy melodic mode of 
their classic 1991 LP Ribbed than 
1994's slightly harder-edged, more 
eclectic Punk in Drublic, but 
also maybe sounding a little like 
NOFX doing Green Day doing 
NOFX doing Bad Religion, know 
what I mean? Still, when you put 
out the great user-friendly punk 
record everybody wanted but didn't 
get from Green Day last year, 
there are worse crimes than being 
a little too perfect. You could, 
for example, package the vinyl 
version of the record in a jacket 
depicting a guy performing cun- 
nilingus on a sheep.... 

JONATHAN GOLD 
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NEW YORK 



LIMELIGHT 
TUNNEL 
PALLADIUM 
BOB 

CHAMELEON 



DAMA 

DOC HOLLIDAY 
NICE GUY EDDIE S 
NOTEL MOTEL 
THE CROW 



DALLAS 



JACK'S PUB 
GREEN ELEPHANT 
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WHISKY A GO-GO 
DRAGONFLY 
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simiis 

by Charles Aaron 



Bar from being a Luddite, I regularly snoop 
around the Web for career minutiae at>out such 
forgotten geniuses as Tommy Keene and Joey 
Bishop, but sorry, as a means of personal 
communication, e-mail is a virtual blind date for 
egomaniacs and sociopaths. Plus, it looks 
retarded — bad line breaks are a big turn-off. 

JUDY ALBANESE, "Happy" (Maxi) Of all the 
house anthems that have simulated the ebullient 
stroll of Cece Peniston's '92 smash "Finally," this 
may be the most flawlessly up-Up-UP! Keyboards 
and t>eats (courtesy of U-Jam's Chris Payne and 
Earl Jackson) pump with piston precision, but 
Alt>anese toys with the machinery and gives you 
a peek at the heart that beats behind the voice. 

ARCHERS OF LOAF, "Mutes in the Steeple" / 
"Smoking Pot in the Hot City" (Esther) 
Their best asocial guitar come-on yet. Noisy and 
nimble, spiky and spiteful, lead dude Eric 
Bachmann mewls from the shadows of Daydream 
Nation: "And the same thing that makes us laugh / 
Chills our txines and stabs our backs." The B side 
is even cooler — fuck-art-let's-dance art-pop that 
slips into a grinding, car-radio groove. And in 
true indie-contrarian fashion, it's an instrumental. 

CAMP LO, "Coolie High" / "World HeisT (Profile) 
Swerving down Atlanta's 1-85 during a weekend 
visit, I tuned in what sounded like a collaboration 
between Digable Planets' Ish and one of the playas 
from Outkast — indecipherably glib pimp poesy in 
an echo chamt>er of chilly, '70s jazz vibes; it was 
so sublimely smooth I almost 
rear-ended Bobby Brown, 
who was in the slow 
lane vraiting to exhale. 
Back home on Planet 
Brooklyn, I discovered 
that the jam ("Coolie 
High") was the debut of 
Camp Lo, a young 
Bronx duo enamored 




with Fat Albert and proto-gangsta novelist Donald 
Goines, and decided that "^e safety's off the 
toaster" was a great line, even if it's intended as 
just another gun check. 

FUGEES, "Fu-Gee-La" (Ruffhouse/Columbia) 
Focusing the playful, space-dub roots in Wu-Tang's 
blurry soundscape, dancehall producer Salaam 
Remi (Ini Kamoze, Fugees' "Nappy Heads") 
gives the first single from the Fugees' second 
album an eerily coherent groove. And Lauryn "L" 
Hill, who vocalizes with effortless panache on 
the "Ooh la la la" chorus, has more styles than a 
supermodel's closet. 

FULFLEJ, The Microwave EP (Scratchie) Vets 
of their local hip-hop and indie-rock scenes, this 
Richmond, Virginia, trio of biracial weirdos — MC 
No Joke G, Andre Fill-ups, Maff-yoo Nillsun— come 
off strangely like Ween covering the Smashing 
Pumpkins with a straight face. On the title track, 
the singer poormouths like a lo-fi loser (he 
doesn't own a microwave, VCR, or CD player), 
but inexplicably exclaims at the song's guitar- 
churning close, "I'll own all you motherfuckers!" 
Endearingly schizo, FutfleJ seem to be up 
to something (though I have no idea what). 

AL GREEN, "Yoiir Heart's In Good Hands" (MCA) 
D'Angelo's "Brown Sugar" was such an R&B 
sensation because he sounded like a grown-up 
with a kid's frisky streak, unlike, say, Jodeci or 
R. Kelly, who act like teenage fools jumping t>ones 
two minutes after their church obligations are 
fulfilled. The Rev. Al Green, however, practically 
wrote the bedroom gospel, and on this, his first 
secular solo single in 18 years, he discreetly 
tickles chakras you didn't even know existed. 

OASIS, "Wonderwall" (Epic) Liam Gallagher's 
vulnerably cocksure voice is so sexy you don't 
even care that he's comparing the object of 
his affection to an obscure George Harrison solo 
album. And you thought "you remind me 
of my jeep" was a romantic line. 



ESTHER, 341 Lafayette St, Suite 
585, New Yorl(, NY 10012; MAXI, 
25 W. 26tli St., 7th Floor, New 
York, NY 10010; PROFILE, 740 
Broadway, New York, NY 10003; 
SCRATCHIE, 1914 N. IMilwaukee 
Ave., Cliicago, IL 60647. 





mvits 

by Michael Atkinson 




A guide to some radical pop 
cinema that won't be 
coming to a theater near you. 



FROM ITS OPENING tableaux of fos- 
silized nursery tchotchkes, water 
running down the walls of a sleeping 
woman's room, and tiny animated 
figures running over a wooded land- 
scape the camera finds behind a 
faded picture frame (don't ask), 
Institute Benjamenta (Zeitgeist), 
the first feature, and first live-action 
film, by animators Timothy and 
Stephen Quay, is surely unlike any- 
thing you've ever seen before. That 
makes It important, especially in a 
year like 1996, when more voodoo 
resuscitations of long-dead TV shows 
than anyone ever thought possible 
will stumble from the studio tombs 
{Mission: Impossible, Bewitched, 
The Love Boat, McHale's Navy, 
Sgt. Bill<o, The Saint, etc.). 
The Brothers Quay are ferociously 



original visualists, dedi- 
cated to the occult 
power of images, and 
if you've already laid 
your eyes on some- 
thing, they don't want 
to know from it. Their 
film is a haunt, a luxuri- 
ant, uncanny evensong 
that itches like a de- 
composing sweater 
and besots like curdled 
cr^me liqueur — a swoon 
for anyone already ad- 
dicted to the cobwebby 
world of the Quays' 
animated shorts (most 
spectacularly. The Comb 
[From the Museum of 
Sleep] and Street of 
Crocodiles). But it will 
remain ghettoized as an 
"art film' directed at a 
"specialized" audience, 
given a trickling release 
that will hit about 50 
cities during the spring 
and summer, often in 
cough-and-it's-gone 
three-day engagements. 
Why? Ifs not an ordinary 
movie by any means, 
but isn't that what we 
spend most of our time 
in the darkness hoping for? 

Based on the deranged scrib- 
blings of Robert Walser, a Swiss 
contemporary of Kafka, Benjamenta 
is the Journey of Jakob (Mark 
Rylance) through the mazelike 
world of the Institute, a school for 
Old World butlering. What he actu- 
ally experiences with the trancey 
students, the sexually distressed 
matriarch (Alice Krige), and the 
school itself — a gray catacomb of 
stairwells, illusive hallways, dislo- 
cated deer parts, and doorways to 
nowhere — is one fusty enigma after 
another. Never less than mysteri- 
ous, Benjamenta at its oddest has 
the inevitable grip of the best David 
Lynch; its drowsy pace, Freudian 
secrecy, and tofemic non sequiturs 
suggest Eraserhead in Prague. 



Shadows open into corridors, 
minuscule objects vibrate with 
nervous life, every cranny is soft 
with autumnal rot and dead-factory 
dust. Shooting in the silveriest 
black-and-white, the Quays break 
movie rules by the fistful, demand- 
ing that we experience the film as a 
mood, as a state of seeing, before 
we flog it into narrative submission. 

Four decades after the advent of 
Jean-Luc Godard, disrupting or sut>- 
verting our stake in a movie's narra- 
tive flow is more of a radical 
act than ever. And there is a 
radical pop cinema; you just 
have to be ready to pounce on 
it liefore the forces of orthodoxy 
run it out of town on a rail. 
Lars von Trier's The King- 
dom (October), which opened 
in New York last year, will still 
be wending its cheeky way 
through ttie country come April, 
and you could do worse than 
to cancel your own funeral to 
see it. A macabre four-and- 
one-half-hour soap epic set 
within a haunted Danish hospital, 
von Trier's made-for-TV orgy of para- 
normal satire and hell-bent story 
gnarlings is much more than Gen- 
era/ Hospital on mushrooms — start- 
ing with the ghost child haunting the 
elevator shaft, shock is balanced by 
poetry, and the obsession with txjried 
dreams is virtually Quayesque. That 
it was produced for television 
makes it seem insurrectionary. 

Von Trier is a no-surrender bad 
boy, but he and the Quays repre- 
sent only the most notorious stratum 



of deviant moviemaking; most 
"alternative" films remain unavail- 
able to most moviegoers. In New 
York, nose-thumbings like Jon 
Moritsugu's Mod Fuck Explosion 
and Jim Van Bebber's My Sweet 
Satan crop up only in the annual 
Underground Film Festival. In the 
last few years, surreal animator Jan 
Svankmajer's Faust and Guy 
Maddin's magisterial Careful (also 
derived from Walser) each made 
theaters for a heartbeat. Derek 




Jarman's final film. Blue; Lewis 
Klahr's The Pharaoh's Belt; and 
Craig Baldwin's O No Coronadol 
went all but unscreened. (Baldwin's 
new Sonic Outlaws, a ballsy found- 
footage probe into the saga of 
Negatlvland's U2 cover, and copy- 
right outlawry in general, is faring 
better.) Though wildly dissimilar, all 
of these share with the Quay film a 
sense of rebellious boredom with the 
way movie syntax is ordinarily used. 
Traditional movies are not the law — 
why should we t>e their subjects? • 



COMING ATTRACTIONS 

Radical in its fashion — as both Marxist rant and cold squint at the conse- 
quences of political idealism — Ken Loach's Land and Freedom (Gramercy) 
vividly surveys the psychic wreckage of one of the century's greatest and 
least remembered political shitstorms: the Spanish Civil War. A young 
Liverpudlian bloke (Ian Hart) goes to Spain to fight with the Loyalists on 
the dusty Aragon front and learns the hard way that life and war rarely 
measure up to the principles we apply to them. An uncorrupted socialist, 
Loach is also a master realist— in Land and Freedom, the weight of ideology 
is just as tangible and riveting as the battlefield grit 
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CAMBRIDGE SOUNDWORKS. 

L'niqiic. powciliil .sound sysloms 
faclory-diicci, including the award- 
winning S2I9 SonndWorks. This 
transportable music system with 
siibwoofcr and built-in power amplifier 
works with your Walkman or CD player 
for imbelievable soun<l and powcrliil 
bass, anywhere. Also. sa\x- hundreds of 
dollars on stereo and home theater 
speakers and systems. FREE catalog 
Citll: 1-80»-FOR-HIFI 




Spend 1996 with THE BLACK DOG! 
Our FREE 1996 Calendar/Catalog 
i'eatures Vinyard style with a Black Dog 
attitude. Full of great Sweatshirts. T- 
Shirts. Hals, \'ests. Toys 4L- (lifts ol Food 
from The Black Dog Bakery — plus 
Suiries, Scenes and Recipes from The 
Black Dog Tavern. (608) 693-1991. 




SATORI: We know the business. Cher 
25 years in adult cnteriiiinment! Why 
pay list price? Discounts to 7.t% on 
videos, magazines, books and adult 
toys. Every interest and taste fulfilled. 
Privacy for millions of satisfied 
customers. .'\ one-hour presiew \'ideo 
catalog plus exciting color catalog 
$9.95. Color catalog alone $3. .Vdults 
only. 




-^pljiltoije' 



Now it's easier than ever tj) get 
started in music with this 
Epiphone electric guitar package. 
Evervthing vou need including 
guitar, amp and all the accessories 
for one low price. For a FREE 
color catalog, call 1-800-444-2766, 
ext. 488. 




WINDJAMMER BAREFOOT 
CRUISES, LTD. Sail the exotic 
Carribean on one of Windjammer's 
magnificent Tall Ships. Satisfy your 
pirate soul while enjoying our modern 
acconunodaiioiis. Kick ofl your shoes 
and lake the helm and raise a sail. Or, 
sit back, put your barefcct on the rail 
and watch our profcssi<mal crew do all 
the work, tvdav cruises from SH.oO.OO. 
.Adventure brochure FREE. C^all todav 
800-327-2601, Dept 5225. 




ASIA BLUE— 1996 expanded, award- 
winning edition. The world's largest 
collection of imported erotica, videos 
and books from every continent. 8.^ 
sensuous photo-cramnied pages 
including nudism. Japanimation, 
America's sexiest home videos and 
more! Privacy assured. $4.00 (refunded 
with order). 0\'er 21 only. Kxclusive, 
awesome sample Asia Blue video: 
$15.00. 




BANNED BOOKSI Five bucks gets you 
this 20()-pliis page, illusiiated catalog of 
forbidden books from Loompanics 
Unlimited. Fake II). disguise, 
surveillance, revenge, privacy, 
smuggling, exotic wea|>ons. sex. drugs, 
intelligence increase, anarchism and 
much more! "An astonishing line of 
books," says Ihr Wiishinglon Post. 
Satisfaction guaranteed! S5. 




OVER 700 MUSIC BOOK TITLES! 
Behind the Screams offers the largest 
selection of music biographies, photo- 
books, reference .ind industry 
handbooks available any^vhere. Nine 
Inch Nails, Green Day, Nir\ana, DtM)rs, 
Tori .\mos, Soundgiuden, Pearl Jam. 
Beatles. Hole, Smashing Pumpkins. 
RHCP, Punk. Psvchedelic, Blues, etc. 
FREE CATALOG! Call 1-800-997-2732. 




Red Hot Chili Peppers. Marilyn 
Manson, PJ Harvey. Oasis. Nirvana. 
.Also, Blues Traveler. Grateful Dead. 
Dylan. Original concert posters, t- 
shirts, videos from I9()0s peacenik to 
1990s alternapunk. For a 1-year 
subscription to our catalog, semi $2 to: 
ArlRock. I.53SN7 Mission St.. San 
Fiancisco CA 94103. Or to order by 
credit cartl. call 41">-25.'>7390. 




SPAMTASnC' stuff is 
fun stuff. Filled with 
apparel, novelties and 
colli-ctibles (and SPAM'" 
trivia). This is the greatest 
assortment of SPAW" 
merchandise ever 
assembled. Ordi;r today. 
$1 lor a l-ycar subscription 




The only professional women's 
baseball team in the United States! 
Colorado Silver Bullets somenir and 
apparel catalog. Order today! SI. 00. 



C!ainbridge Sound Wcirks F'REK 

Epiphone FREE 

>■ Loompanics 5.00 

' .\rtRock 2.00 

The Black Dog FREE 

Windjammer FREE 

Behind the Screams FREE 

Direct Mark Catalog 1 "ii 



G8B. Colorado Silver Bullets 1.0(1 

□ 9A. Satori 3.0(1 

D9B. Satori Calalog+Video 9.9.i 

OlO. Asia Blue 4.00 

□ lOB. Asia Blue Video 15.00 

HANDLING CHARGE: 2.00 
TOTAL ENCLOSED: 



ORDER TO SPIN 
TODAY! 

Fill out this coupon and check 
boxes of the catalogs you 
WTUit add up the total plus S2 
service charge, tlicn piint \\mt 
name and address clearly. 
Make checks purable lo SPIN. 
.Send [he completed coupon 
withchcck/MO today! 
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the digital underground 



Soap Duds 

FIVE BABES, TWO Studs, and a German 
shepherd share a beach house. Each week 
they face the struggles of all young, lieautiful 
creatures: sex, sunburns, and modeling 
assignments. Sound like a bad episode of 
Tifie Real Worl<n It's actually The Spot, 
one of the scads of soap operas popping 
up on the latest transmitter of trash 
culture, the World Wide Web. Designed 
specifically for the Internet, Web soaps 
plug the formula of TV melodrama into 
multimedia sites online. Soapheads point- 
and-click their way through each episode, 
downloading audio and video clips, 
reading diaries, and even exchanging 
e-mail with fictional characters (usually 
portrayed by actors and models). 

The latest entries include the alterna- 
Friends, The East Village (http://www. 
theeastvillage.com), and the Twin 
Peaks wannabe Ferndale (http://www. 
ferndale.com), but probably the most 
popular Web soap is TTie Spot, a Hollywood 
production that revolves around the 
journal entries of seven vivacious beach- 
mates in search of a personality. Much 
cooler is TTie Spot parody. The Squat 
Located at http://theory.physics.missouri. 
edu/~georgesy Josh/squat/menu.html, this 
anti-soap about four redneck kids living in 
a mobile home regularly hooks you in with 
such cliff-hangers as, Is Valvoline "the 
white-trash girl" really "as happy as a bitch 
dog llckin' her pup's butt?" Don't worry if 
you missed it; on the Web, shows don't 
end, they get archived, david kushner 




From top: Audrey, Lon, and 
Spotnlk from The Spot 




Go Postal 

if chatting by 
e-mail with your 

friends sounds 

cool, but other 
Internet frills like 

the Web leave 

you cold, then check out one of the free e-nnail accounts offered by 
FreeMark (800-429-6620) and Juno (800-654-JUNO). All you need 
to go postal are a nnodem and Windows (Mac software will t>e 
out soon); these companies will set you up with your own address, 
e-mail software, and unlimited e-mail capacity. The catch is that 
free mail is paid for by Junk mail: Missives are speckled with 
advertising banners across the top of each page. noah oreen 

Web Watch Thanks to Jon Spencer and the documentary 
Theremin: An Electronic Odyssey, the theremin has resurfaced as 
the cult instrument du jour. Now the growing legion of thereminists 
have somewhere 
to swap parts 
and theorize 
about Moogs. 
The alt.music. 
makers, theremin 
newsgroup is 
a vibrant watering 
hole for anyone 
who knows the 
difference between 
a Vanguard and 
a Professional 
model and who 
understands 
the subtlety of 
hand-to-antenna 
communication. 



Mighty Mouse When the 

Kensington Turbo Mouse was introduced a 
few years back, it brought sweet relief 
from sore wrists and spilled coffee. 
With one fat trackball sitting in a 

bed, users could simply 
spin the ball to move the 
cursor on the screen. 
Kensington's newest 
models, the Turbo 
Mouse for Mac 
($109.95) and 
Expert Mouse for PC 
($99.95), feature four 
convenient buttons on the 
mouse bed for even less strain, and 

each button can be programmed to 
automatically maneuver the cursor to frequently used portions of a virtual 
desktop. One drawback: At twice the size of a standard mouse, the 
Kensington will probably cramp your actual desktop. d.k 





C i QnrilJrO You no longer need to rummage through 

JcLI Cl JCl VltC Cracker Jack boxes to get your own decoder 



ring. This January, the Department of Justice dropped its three-year 
Investigation of Phil Zimmermann, whose Pretty Good Privacy (PGP) 
software makes e-mail unreadable to would-be wiretappers. The feds 
claimed that by releasing PGP for free on the Internet, the author had 
violated federal law; Zimmermann denied the charges all along. Out of 
enlightenment or ennui. Big Brother backed down, although PGP has 
been available on the Net throughout the ordeal. Point your browser to the 
home page of the Electronic Privacy Information Center (http://www. 
epic.org/privacy/ tools.html). While you're there, brush up on electronic 
privacy issues by reading EPIC's extensive archives. n.g. 
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Im s face II. not c\ enonc in radiolaiid likes lo licar Uic s:mic stulTo\ ci and ov er 
again. If \ c)ii don't, niayhc > <nrd radicr listen to the CDC RIT) CD thanne. from 

Blaiipiinkt. It s German engineering at its high tech hest. and \(>ii don't' have 
to se I ont to afford it. Vi.n can pop in up to six CDs in a hidden' unit and control 
e\er>tlung Irom >our iicniote. And it ^vol■ks wiih imy electronic;ilK tuned FM stereo 
Call 1 -8()()-!),-,() RLAU. After all. man docs not \Wc on classic rock alone 
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the enigmatic Frusciante, who, 
rumor has it, has become some- 
what of a recluse. "I care about 
John a lot," says Rea. "That's all I can 
say." Kiedls tells me that he some- 
times sends Frusciante "messages 
through people that I know who see 
him, just to let him know that I love 
him, but that is all. I don't get any- 
thing back." 

The gardeners next door have 
revved up their leaf blowers, 
which are as common to California 
as toilet-seat covers, and we're 
forced to abandon poolside and 
head inside, where Kiedis's lissome 
model/girlfriend Jamie RIschar 
is doing some leafing of her own, 
through the pages of an herbal 
remedies book. She's got some 
wicked blisters on her inner calves 
that I recognize as "biker hickeys," j 
the burns you get from the superhot ' 
exhaust pipe of your boyfriend's j 
motorcycle. They're not a pretty j 
sight, and she's understandably 
annoyed that the aloe vera previ- 
ously suggested is not doing its job. 

When I notice the letters A-N-T-H- 
0-N-Y tattooed between her thumb 
and forefinger, I ask Kiedis just how 
serious this love affair is. 

"Well," he sighs. "It's serious in the 
sense that it's nearly two years going 
and I love her with all my heart. But 
we try not to get too overly serious 
about being alive together." 

It's a perfect Anthony Kiedis 
answer, but one I'd find a bit vague if 
I were the one with his name tat- 
tooed across my hand. 

"Whose AA lighter?" Dave Navarro 
calls out to everyone and no one 
in particular. 

Hell, it could be anybody's here at 
the band's Hollywood rehearsal stu- 
dio, where all four Chili Peppers 
have convened to jam in preparation 
for their upcoming tour. 

I've been granted the pleasure 
of observing the proceedings, 
Yoko-like, from the one piece of 
upholstered furniture in the room. 
Two largeish middle-aged roadies 
who bear a disturbing resemblance 
to a grown-up Beavis and Butt- 
head stand in stark contrast to the 
four rock stars, who are stripped 
to their waists, tattooed and mus- 
cle-bound, thanks in part to the 
bench press that sits prominently 
in the center of the room. I'd figure 
I'd stick around for a song or two, 
you know, get the feel for how the 
band works, and disappear. Then 



Navarro removes his denim overalls 
and continues to play in nothing 
but his undies. 

I decide to stick around for a few 
more songs. 

Feigning nonchalance, I pick up a 
magazine and bury myself deep 
within its pages when I hear Flea 
yelling, "Ann? ANNNN!" 

"Uh, yeah? What?" 

"Do you like that song?" he asks 
about the gloriously melodic "Aero- 
plane," which the band had just 
run through. 

"Uh, yeah. I love it. Why?" 

"My sister hates it." 

"Eighties pop drivel," Smith snorts. 

"I love '80s pop drivel," I demurely 
counter, before slinking back to 
my magazine. 

Later, after rehearsal breaks 
up and the band fire up their 
Harleys and scatter like coyotes in 
the Hollywood Hills, I ease into 
my sensible Volvo and head east 
down Melrose Avenue. "I like plea- 
sure spiked with pain / And music is 
my aeroplane," sings a laid-back 
Kiedis from my car stereo. Just 
when it seems like all is right in the 
world, a traffic cop slows my 
progress. A nasty little accident had 
just occurred moments before at 
the intersection of Virgil and 
Melrose. Shards of glass and metal 
blanket the street. I slow down long 
enough to catch a glimpse of the 
bloody aftermath. Although I can't 
see her face, the neckline of 
the young woman's white T-shirt 
looks as if it had been tie-dyed 
crimson-red. Everything moves in 
super-slow motion. 

"Looking in my rearview mirror," 
Kiedis continues, "Looking in 
my rearview mirror / I can make 
It disappear." 

One block later, the ugliness 
is gone, a distant memory, just 
another shitty day in Paradise. "Just 
one note could make me float," 
Kiedis croons, "make me float 
away." The song spins 'round my 
head as I drive the same palm-lined 
streets that both O.J. and the LAPD 
freely roamed. After each fire, riot, 
earthquake, gang shooting, and 
misguided verdict, everyone I know 
here threatens to move. But we 
just can't seem to shake the craving 
for just one more taste, one more 
fix of the sunny SoCal lifestyle. 
Maybe Bertolt Brecht was right. In 
his epic poem from the 1940s, "Hol- 
lywood Elegies," Brecht wrote that 
when God was creating heaven and 
hell, he decided to save time and 
put them both in the same place: 
Los Angeles. • 



CHINESE WflTER TORTURE! 

tontinued front page 96 

The Yangtze River sturgeon is an ^ 
endangered fish about the length of 
a Volvo. It has a scary fin like a 
shark's, and a mouth like a Frisbee. 
The sturgeon is approximately 14 
million years old, and has that 
spooky, dreadful-ancient-knowledge 
look of all prehistoric creatures. 

For the last 14-or-so million years, 
the Yangtze River sturgeon has 
spawned by swimming 3,000 miles 
up the Yangtze, from the East China 
Sea to the flood plains of Tibet. This 
was a pretty good system until 
dams on the river stopped the fish 
like this: THUD. 

Now the Chinese are trying to 
keep river sturgeons alive in captivity. 
In the middle of the Research 
I Institute was a tiny, above-ground 
swimming pool, the kind you see in 
' suburban backyards. And in this 
i pool was a Yangtze River sturgeon 
almost 15 feet long. He was swim- 
ming around and around in a 
slow circle. Chinese schoolchildren 
on field trips tried to grab his 
dorsal fin. 

We watched him. Finally, Miss 
Sally said, "Poor river sturgeon. He 
used to have to swim up the whole 
Yangtze River. Three thousand miles! 
Very frustrating swimming trip! But 
not anymore. Thanks to Chinese 
scientists, today the river sturgeon 
swims in a safe and comfortable 
swimming pool instead." 

"Interesting theory," I said. 

"Yes," Miss Sally agreed. "Very 
lucky ending for this venerable fish." 

When we left the conservation 

center, I asked Miss Sally to take 
me to the national archaeological 
museum in Yichang. I'd read an arti- 
cle in the New York Times about the 
director of this museum. The story 
said he was an archaeological hero, 
almost single-handedly trying to 
excavate 8,000 years of Chinese 
history before the dam floods it all 
forever. His name was Yao Ylng Qin. 
He'd been photographed in his \ 
crowded Yichang Museum, looking 
tired, holding an ancient clay pot. In 
the article, he was quoted gently 
criticizing the dam project. 

I'd heard that Yao Ying Qin had 
"gotten into some trouble" after 
that story ran. So when I was in 
Yichang, I decided to check on him. 
But when we got to the museum, 
the gates were all locked. 

Miss Sally found the custodian 
limping around the grounds. For a 
small bribe, he let us into the 



museum for the Big Surprise: The 
museum was empty. 

"The museum business is not so 
booming," Miss Sally observed. 

But the museum was booming — 
that is, making great booming 
echoes from our voices and foot- 
steps. It was an impressive stone 
building, three stories tall, with vast 
ceilings and long hallways, and it 
had been completely sacked. 
Every cubicle was empty, every 
display case was empty, every 
creepy hallway was empty. 

"Where are the exhibits?" I asked 
the custodian. 

The custodian said he didn't know. 

"Where are the Yangtze River 
artifacts?" 

The custodian didn't know that, 
either. 

"Where is the curator of this 
museum?" 

The custodian didn't know this 
word, "curator." 

"Where is Yao Ying Qin?" I asked 
instead. 

The custodian looked down at 
his hands, and said something 
in Chinese. 

Miss Sally translated. "He does 
not know where is Yao Ying Qin. 
He wonders why you ask such 
questions." 

That night, I met a man in the 

lobby of my hotel. His name was 
Derrick and he was a British-born 
citizen of Hong Kong. He was cur- 
rently the primary agent for an 
Asian company that manufactured 
and sold bulldozers. He was erudite 
and aging, with a thick chest, white 
hair, and fat, pink fingers. He was 
sitting with his Bangladeshi manser- 
vant, a small, quiet individual called 
Comjhi, who spoke eight languages, 
and was "indispensable." In the 
movie, Orson Welles would play 
Derrick, and Peter Lorre would play 
Comjhi. Together, they'd spent the 
last 25 years traveling through Asia, 
dealing in heavy machinery, and 
making quite a bit of money for their 
assorted employers. 

Derrick knows how to make 
money in foreign lands. He and 
Comjhi are partners easily placed 
anywhere throughout history, a 
classical pair of figures who pre- 
date capitalism, and even colonial- 
ism. They are traders. You can 
find them anywhere, in any century: 
smuggling spices out of Ceylon, 
or diamonds out of the Belgian 
Congo, or rum out of Barbados. 
When I met them, they happened to 
be in China, selling bulldozers to 
tontinued on page 122 
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continued from page 120 

the good people at the Three 

Gorges Dam. 

"As for the dam itself," Derrick 
speculated casually, "It will collapse. 
Every project in China is under- 
funded, and this is the most under- 
funded at all. It's a disaster, guaran- 
teed. The construction site would 
make you sick." 

"And your name shall be upon it. 
Derrick!" I pronounced. 

Derrick laughed. "I don't want my 
fucking name on it. And if they do 
put my name on it, be sure to put it 
above the water line, if anyone is to 
ever see it." 

"What's your best prediction for 
the dam?" I asked. 

"Several million people will die 
the day it breaks. It will drown every- 
one from here to Shanghai. It will 
cause the worst flood since Noah." 

There were some very somber 
cocktails after that statement. 

Much later. Derrick told Comjhi 
and me a story. It dated back to 
1993, when the initial construction 
was just beginning on the dam. 
Derrick had secured the contract to 
deliver some of the first bulldozers 
for the project, and he was bringing 
them up the rough mountain roads 
on a flatbed truck. He was with the 
dam's major construction overseer, 
a very important Chinese official. 
They were stopped by soldiers at a 
roadblock, and had to wait hours in 
the truck for the appropriate autho- 
rization to continue. 

"We were hungry," Derrick said. 
"So my big-shot Chinese compan- 
ion pulls out a bag of ricebirds." 

"What are ricebirds?" I asked. 

"Ricebirds are these tiny little 
sparrows which used to fly around 
China in flocks of thousands. They 
land in rice paddies. You toss a net 
out, and catch the entire flock. Then 
the birds are boiled alive in oil — 
whole, with bones, feathers, eye- 
balls — and sold in huge sacks. 
It's always been a delicacy. They 
aren't much bigger than chestnuts, 
and very pretty. You just pop 
the ricebird into your mouth, 
and eat the whole thing — crunch, 
crunch, crunch." 

"You snack on another species 
like it's popcorn?" I said. 

"Sort of, except for one thing. 
Just before you swallow, you spit 
out whatever bones you can find. 
That day, we ate the whole sack 
of ricebirds, spitting out the bones 
and waiting for the approval to go 
in and start building the dam. 
By the end of the afternoon, the 
floor of the cab was piled with 
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thousands of tiny little bones." 

"Did they taste good?" I asked. 

"Oh, you don't understand," Der- 
rick said, exasperated. He was tired 
of my questions, and it was late. 

"Good or bad doesn't matter," 
Comjhi explained gently, speaking 
for the first time that night, "it is just 
a way that powerful men will pass 
the time in China. It is simply what 
is done. Miss. My friend is simply 
telling you that it has always t>een 
this way." 

As it turned out, of course, Miss 

Sally did take me to see the top 
secret, highest security Three 
Gorges Dam. It cost me 100 Ameri- 
can dollars. China is for sale, and 
that's how much it costs. 

"I will be an excellent guide for 
you today," Miss Sally said. "I 
have many entertaining facts about 
this dam!" 

"I love entertaining facts," I said. 
"Okay," she laughed. She had 
j just gotten her cash, and was acting 
I pretty sassy. "Did you know that this 
dam will be four times the size of 
your American Hoover Dam?" 

She translated this entertaining 
fact into Chinese for the benefit of 
our driver, who laughed in my face 
for having such a puny-ass dam in 
my country. I also laughed. Nothing 
is funnier than a dam four times the 
size of Hoover. 

It was a two hour drive out of 
Yichang. The road was a single- 
lane dirt road of mountain switch- 
backs, following the muddy Yangtze 
River. We were among a caravan of 
trucks packed with rubble, bricks, 
sand, and steel. Flatbeds behind us 
carried cement mixers, backhoes, 
I cranes, and other machines you 
i wouldn't be able to name unless 
you'd grown up around a well- 
stocked sandbox. Along the slight 
shoulder of the road, workers with 
more modest tools — hoes, shovels, 
pickaxes — walked in the dust. This 
traffic of trucks and men began two 
years ago, and will continue, unbro- 
ken, until the year 2013. 

The construction site itself was 
impossibly random. It looked like 
workers and machinery had been 
dropped down from the sky, and 
that everyone just started digging 
where they fell. Sometimes the 
single-lane dirt road turned into a 
beautiful four-lane concrete high- 
way, but only for a few hundred 
yards. Here was half a bridge, there 
was half a tunnel. There were tall 
cranes everywhere that seemed 
to be picking structures apart, not 
• creating them. 
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At one point, a worker walked in 
the road t>efore us and vaguely ges- 
tured for our car to stop. 

"We must wait," Miss Saiiy ex- 
plained, as the man talked to our 
driver. "Because of dynamite." 

As she spoke, the side of the 
mountain wall just ahead of us blew 
out in a gut-shaking explosion. A 
blast of boulders spat across the 
stretch of road we'd just intended to 
cross. More explosions followed, 
and rocks the size of dinner rolls 
pelted our car, as well as the heads 
of the workers in the area. There 
were no barricades, no hard-hats, 
nobody supervising this. 

it's difficult to express how little 
this explosion seemed to concern 
anyone else. My driver and the 
workman chatted casually through- 
out it. When the blasting was fin- 
ished, someone cleared a path 
through the rubble for us. On the 
shoulder of the road, a young man 
was bleeding down his cheek. 

"Very good," Miss Sally an- 
nounced. "Now they are finished 
breaking the mountain. We shall 
continue." 

"How many people are working 
on this project?" I asked. 

"More than 10,000," Miss Sally 
answered. 

"Where do they live?" 

"They will live at the dam for the 
next 19 years. Nobody will leave 
until the dam is finished. The gov- 
ernment has built lovely housing 
for them." 

As we approached the site, 
though, it became clear that what- 
ever housing existed had been 
cobbled together by the workers 
themselves, using stolen moments 
and borrowed objects. Cardboard 
was the most popular roofing mater- 
ial, held down by hunks of rock. It 
snows up there, by the way. 

The workers' children were every- 
where, climbing like squirrels under 
machinery and over piles of bricks. 
No schools or hospitals appeared at 
the dam site, although several lux- 
ury hotels were tieing built for visit- 
ing dignitaries. The children will live 
scattered in this place of work until 
they get big enough to work them- 
selves. In the meantime, their hair 
and faces were already coated white 



with cement dust, giving them the 
creepy looks of miniature oM people: 
tottering, gap-toothed, lost. 

We continued driving through 
the construction site, to the center 
of the realm, where a watchtower 
stood on the highest point. The 
cement dust was so thick it 
was barely possible to see the river 
in question. 

In a massive cavity below us, 
laborers were digging what will 
someday be the world's biggest 
ship-lock. So far, this consisted of 
a hole you could easily use for bury- | 
ing the great cathedrals of Europe. 
Bulldozers floated around the rim 
like corks. Miss Sally took out a sheet 
of notet>ook paper and sketched the 
planned design for me. Even on that 
tiny scale, it looked absurd: a six- 
part hydraulic lock, capable of lifting 
several 10,000-ton shipping vessels 
over a 600-foot wall. She explained 
how the dam would be able to 
perfectly control flooding on the 
Yangtze, and bragged about the 
electricity It would produce for all 
Chinese people. 

After a long silence, she said 
without looking at me, "Miss Liz, 
there is a question I have been 
wanting to ask you for three days." 

"Go ahead," I said, sure that I had 
t>een found out. 

"In your country, I believe you 
have many modern electrical conve- 
niences. Do you have an oven in 
your house?" 

"Yes, Miss Sally, I do." 

"We do not have many ovens in 
China. It is very primitive. Here, we 
still must cook over fire." 

Suddenly, she was shy. 

"Excuse me, Miss Liz," she ven- 
tured. "But what do you bake in 
your oven?" 

I didn't have the heart to tell her 
that I use my oven to warm up take- 
out food that some Chinese person 
cooked over a fire. 

"Cakes?" she suggested, when I 
didn't answer right away. 

"Yes," I lied. "I bake cake&" 

Her look was triumphal. 

"That is exactly what I shall do 
when I receive my modern electrical 
oven," she announced, folding up 
her sketch of the Three Gorges Dam. 
"I shall bake a cake every day." • 
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continued from page 103 

AIDS — cases from 1985 through 
1992— and arrives at 62,272 AIDS 
cases for whom HIV status was 
never known — so-called "presump- 
tive diagnosis." That's 18,666 more 
than Jaffe reported. 

Duesberg goes on to cite 4,621 
cases of demonstrably HIV-free 
immunodeficiency, which he claims 
are documented in the U.S., 
Europe, and Africa using the clini- 
cal AIDS definition. Jaffe, at the 
time of Duesberg's writing, put the 
figure at 89. Duesberg includes 
these staggering stats: Out of a 
cohort of 4,383 African AIDS cases 
from Ivory Coast, Zambia, and 
Zaire, more than half— 2,215— were 
found to be HIV-negative when 
tested. Out of 227 AIDS cases in 
Ghana, 135 — or 59 percent — were 
found to be HIV-negative. 

Duesberg's high figure has gener- 
ated some controversy, and has 
engendered discussions on the Inter- 
net atx}ut what exactly he's counting. 

Root-Bernstein tries to explain: 
"Duesberg included many common 
forms of immune suppression, like 
disseminated TB, and people were 
critical of that. But you could also 
turn it around and say: 'Why 
shouldn't these things qualify?' I 
think that's why the CDC made the 
definition so strict. They didn't want 
to have these huge numbers." 

"I counted only classical AIDS, 
by their definition, in their literature," 
Duesberg Insists. "It's very decep- 
tive of them to say they don't accept 
cases of AIDS without HIV, and then 
proudly announce the correlation 
with HIV as proof of the hypothesis. 
That's really deceptive." 

Judith Lopez has suffered debili- 
tating immune deficiency since 1970, 
when she was 30 years old. "I got 
sick a decade before AIDS existed, 
so I think it's safe to assume I'm 
negative," she says. Lopez had the 
symptoms of what was later called 
Chronic Fatigue Syndrome, which 
shares many symptoms with AIDS. 
In fact, some researchers believe 
that the two syndromes are not so 
far apart. In 1988 Lopez, who has no 
risk factors for AIDS, collapsed at 
work, went to bed, and stayed there 
for the next five years. She was aller- 
gic to virtually everything, including 
paper — which prevented her from 
reading — and even TV. "One day I 
opened my mouth," she recalls. "It 
was totally covered with candidiasis. 



which was hanging in strings like a 
fern. My immune system had been 
totally destroyed." 

Lopez feels she had all the symp- 
toms that are also attributed to 
AIDS. "I had candidiasis, dementia, 
muscle atrophy, wasting. I weighed 
80 pounds. I certainly looked like an 
AIDS patient. When I go down the 
list, the only thing I lacked was a 
positive test." Lopez believes her 
condition was caused by prolonged 
exposure to toxic chemicals she 
used as an artist/printmaker. 

"The big issue here," says Root- 
Bernstein, "is whether there's a 
single cause for all immune defi- 
ciencies or whether there are multi- 
ple causes for immune deficiencies. 
We don't know whether AIDS is a 
single category, much less whether 
ICL is a single category, or whether 
both are supercategorles to some- 
thing much larger 

"These cases illustrate that im- 
mune suppression can occur with- 
out HIV," he continues. "Well, if that 
is so, then it follows logically that 
that same immune suppression, 
independent of HIV, could also be 
at work with HIV present. Maybe 
HIV is doing nothing. There is 
certainly a wealth of knowledge 
and insight to be found in these 
negative cases." 

Sadly, all the researchers inter- 
viewed for this article, who had 
been working with ICL, said that the 
whole thing has all but been called 
off for lack of interest. Frequently 
cited is that there are so "few" 
cases, compared to the HIV-positive 
AIDS cases. 

"As soon as they realized that 
there was no new retrovirus at work, 
they basically moved on," said Jean 
Druckmiller, AIDS Surveillance Coor- 
dinator for the Wisconsin Bureau of 
Public Health. "I haven't heard any- 
thing about this in a long time." 

"The really interesting thing. " says 
Sonnabend quietly, "is that despite 
all this authoritative stuff that comes 
out, we really are nowhere in our 
understanding of this. I think this 
disease is going to go out of our 
reach before we've understood it." 

According to the 268-page tran- 
script of the 1992 CDC meeting, 
not one word was uttered that drew 
into question the relationship 
between HIV and AIDS. One doctor 
tried to say that rather than focus 
on viral causes for everything they 
should be looking for non-viral 
cofactors, but he was rudely cut off 
and told that time was limited. 
He was the only speaker at the 
entire conference who was cut off. 
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"Why should they have had this 
emergency meeting?" Sonnabend 
asks rhetoricaily. "Were they losing 
confidence in their dogma?" 

IHoward Temin, the late Nobel 
Laureate, who discovered reverse 
transcriptase, the hallmark of 
retroviruses, spoke toward the end 
of the meeting and he seemed to 
articulate the Zeitgeist with his reas- 
suring words. "We have heard of 
some cases that met the definition 
[of AIDS]," Temin said, "and did not 
have demonstrable HIV. This would 
not mean that HIV does not cause 
AIDS. I don't think anyone on the 
panel here does not accept that the 
great majority of what is called 
AIDS is caused by HIV. There may 
be 200,000 or 300,000 such cases, 
and there are 30 of these other 
things. It merely means that we 
should again change the definition 
so that there will be HIV-positive 
AIDS and HIV-negative AIDS." 

"But none of what is presented 
here," Temin promised, "at all affects 
the previous conclusion of the major- 
ity of scientists in this area, that HIV 
causes AIDS in tfie sense of ttie major 
pandemic that's ravaging the world." 



That may or may not be true, but 
let's not forget that when AIDS first 
appeared, it was shrugged off be- 
cause researchers didn't know what 
to make of it. And there were so few 
cases. Should a 15-month-old baliy, 
a 55-year-old man, or a 41 -year-old 
woman really be coming down with 
grave immunodeficiency for no 
apparent reason? But nobody wants 
to study them because they don't 
have HIV. 

That, it seems, is precisely why 
researchers should be clamoring to 
study them. 

"Causation is not a simple thing," 
Sonnabend cautions. "Many dis- 
eases have not really been nailed 
down. We've been wrong before. 
Herpes was supposed to cause 
cervical cancer. Now it's papillo- 
mavirus. The discussions on causa- 
tion are very oversimplified." Son- 
nabend stresses that he believes 
AIDS to be Infectious and that safe 
sex is still the best defense. As for 
HIV and AIDS, he adds, "HIV is a 
very good marker and it may well 
play a causative role. It may con- 
tribute. It may do nothing. We don't 
know yet." • 
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On October 1 7. 1 995, the Egyptian Minister of Health, Ali Abdel 
Fattah, revoked his October 1994 directive that had permitted 
hospitals in Egypt to perform female genital mutilation, although 
one month earlier, at the September 1994 United Nations' 
International Conference on Population and Development held 
in Cairo, the minister had pledged to ban the practice. 

In revoking the directive, the Minister of Health made 
reference to the physical and psychological harm caused by 
FGM. His new directive instructs general and district hospitals 
not to perform FGM and states that the role of medical 
personnel will be limited to providing counseling and guidance 
to limit the practice. 

Equality Now issued a Women's Action in March 1995 calling 
on the Minister of Health to revoke the directive that allowed 
FGM. Members of Equality Now's Women's Action Network and 
many SPIN readers from countries around the world— including 
Austria, Canada, Kenya, Peru, the United States, and Zaire — 
appealed to the minister. The Minister of Health responded 
individually to these letters, acknowledging the "unacceptable ' i 
disastrous repercussions on female child health " created by 
FGM and identifying the practice as one of his first priorities. 

Write to the Egyptian Ambassador to the U.S. welcoming the 
retraction of the directive. Urge that Egypt's government ban 
female genital mutilation and take legal action against those who 
perform it. Also request that the government support 
organizations in Egypt working for the eradication of FGM. 
Letters should be addressed to His Excellency Ahmed Maher El 
Sayed at 3521 International Court NW, Washington, DC 20008. 
Please send copies of your letters and any replies to Equality 
Now, PC Box 20646, Columbus Circle Station, New York, N\ 
10023. USA. 

EQUALITY NOW WORKS FOR THE CIVIL, POLITICAL, ECONOMIC, AND 
SOCIAL RIGHTS OF WOMEN AROUND THE WORLD. 
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Hote, PJ HarveY, Pavement 
REM, Nine Inch Nalh. Weezer 
Indigo Cirls.Ash. KMFDM 
Tori Amoj. Marftyn Monion 
Oange 9mm. Morriisev. Woj" 
Peori Jom. Helium, Hendrix 
Sonic Youth, Foo Fighteri. L7 
lappa. Green Day, X-Filoj 
Buth. Beallei. Young Ones 
Jock Ncholson, Cure, Ckiih 

CffED/r CARD ORDERS CALL OR FAX. or SEND 
BURNING AIRLINES, DEPT. S15, P O BOX 



Veruco SqH 
Sex Pistols 
Pefe* Murphy 
Etaitico. Ween, Rodk>heod 
Oosit. Mudhoney. Bforfc. U2 
While Zombie. Flomirvg Lips 
Silverchair, Rancid, Siouuie 
Cronben-ies. Filler. Mutfs, 
Everc tear, Opera tionlvy. 
Live, Romonos, Primus,3I t 
Akinii Morijsette ,Bluf,Bowie 
Sorah McClochkan.Misfilj 
Dave Matthews. MOREI 
MONEY ORDER OR CHECK TO: 

37S7, TRENTON. N J 08629 



-If^^^ We Have Hundreds More! 
^r^^tojrf a Dollar and Well Send a Catalog. 




MBBSOI 



MNBS02 



Mlqhty Bosstones Ministry "Mind" Sm.Pm. "Star" 



Avail/ihle In 

Steel Toe 

Gibson $96.9S 
10 Eye $114.9S 
HEya $i23.9S 



Sonic Youth 
SYBS03 




SSBSOI 



ZTq 7aq Man 

NSIGOl 



Regular 
Gibson $89.9S 
8 Eye $97.9S 
10 Eye $I08.9S 
14 Eye $n6.9S 



By Phone: Use Your Credit Cord 
By Mali: Send Checl< or Money Order 



1^-, SESSIONS "--/^ 

Scorn Valley. CA 95066 ~' 
(408) 461-4699 

All Ordtn tulijrff to AwoilafailfTr Hail In QfJen Plwt Uil SublTiWiow 





JIM MORRISON'S GRAVE 

PVIOTOGnAPH OF JW MOfUSWS GRAVI; 
ON HIGH QUALITY TEE StllflT 
SEND$I9 95 -3 55 rOH SHIPPING TO 
MITCHEa BHAVO P O BOX17315 
EriCINO.CAl.lFOnNIA.9l3t6 



^V„^,jl«_ llaUulJLflSUl! 
IdjiMrnsTKira 

(LorXL) QWUl 
T-Shln $14.95 FOBoxZ2«M 
♦ S2J0 S*H Rochester, NY 14691 



RAGE AGAINST THE REGIME! 



COMtS WTTM 4 PASES » 
ENUGKTENMG SQENCE 
FACTS cm HV/MOS nuuD 
L OR M. T GMRTG 
100% »Mn COTTON 
• t3 S&H 
spcoFvacscN 




HKAL 11684 VBifTURA KLVD. BTUDtO CITY. CA SttM 



RENTAL ONLY. 

BOWLING SHOES 

FOR EVERYDAY WEAR 

BRAtiDNgWW' VELCROClASr 

roK BxnuudB cotdroitr a Ki» 

OKLT AVML MtX£ (1 KML/KAVT. UZi 

J27 LIFEHME RENTAL FEE 
run 13 iKiPra'cvHAMruMO 
CALL 1 }104!>3-O470 Or>«4i*iic 




CONCERTS 



Tour Dates-All Bands 



AUCN rOWET 




PREMIUM QUALITY SCREENPRINTED 

T-shirts LQ & XL $10: 2X-$12+$3 1st dasa 
postage for each:+$1 lor calalog'lllsr (button 
Incl.) T-Shirt Factory, Inc. P.O. Box 175, 
College Park, MO 20740. 1 -400^1 »«2S2 



injshoM 
inyw/«rt» J 



tmssnie 

CA.Fum'.iLflc- 

mmtati lRsstinl3 
18* leMts ol bam 




' — rH^i 

When IfSttning. ptess '1' to 
replay a message. "2" lo skip 
Press "0" anytime to back up 
For tree magnet, send a sas£ 

to BANDCIIY. Box 321 -SP. 
Crystal Bay, NV 89402 



1-900-BAND CITY 

ssJSf,! ^m}^''u^ -801-234-2428 



AI-SO: See Concert Connection ad. 3 pu^es o\er 



COOL VIEWING MATERIAL 



INSTRl CTIONAI. DAN< K VIIJKO 

htplitip Ircclyk-. KRKK iiitoniKilion 
Callanyllinc: («II<I4»4-57IH| 




^pyrighted material 





CRUISE SHIP JOBS 



CRUISE SHIPS HIRING— Earn up to 
S2.()(KH-/mo. working on cruise ships or for land- 
tour companies. No experience necessary. For 

int..rni.iiiun oill I IMfiS. c\l C^XMU 



FAN CLUBS 



R.K.M. 
POST OFFICE BOX 8032 
ATHENS. GA mOS 



PINK FLOYD!. EXCLUSIVE TOUR Covcnige 
■Dd Inside Info! Rush $5 for current "Brain 
Damage Magazirw": PC Box I09 S7. Weslmonl. 
IL 6()559. Or CALL 70H-54S-7 1 .1 1 . 

PHISH— 24 HourChallinc. 
MI4SS-MARS 

Reg. LD call. No exlni charges. 



FINANCIAL SERVICES 



OVERDUE BILLS? Bud credti s nu problem! 
App\ to $50,000. Licensed/Bonded. Nut loan 
company: TCAC. Box 26!^97. Birmingham. AL 
35260. Or call; 1-800-869-0607. 



FUN STUFF 



Try EUPHORIA'"! NEW. POWERFUL •hcibal 
EcMacy" fonnula. lOIW natural! UX)» legal. Feel 
g(Mid without the risk. B«sl prices! Distributors 
wanted MCA-isa I-800-3M-5444. 

VAMPIRE FAN CLUB! For info send USSI 00 
or 1 I R.C s to: • LOYALISTS of the VAMPIRE 
REALMI9" Int l Vampire Assoc . P C. Box 6975. 
Dept. VG. B.H..CA 90212-6975. Est. in 19114 



^ GET HEAD! @ 

Send in tnapsiwt of iO(naon« wfio mains your life 
ilrauU and re«iv« >ofl, puodiobls HUMAN HEAD 
liiapsd boll wilt) hi/hw (oca on it. Good (or bourn, 
in-lo«s, iio wholo (omiV Send ched lor $23 75 to 
RAGIIslG HEAD CHEESf P O bo« 442059 LA. CA., 
90044. inlo:{800|521 .4449/U«dbollepnmenel.aini 
II'* o Im boll li't o Itof. boll IV. o HEAD BALLI 



GAY ft LESBIAN SERVICES 



GAY? LESBIAN? UNSURE? 
International Pen Pal Program tor youth 2.^ & 
under 1625 N. Schrader Blvd . LA. CA 90028- 
999« or (21.11 99.1-7475 



Gins ft MERCHANDISE 



POSTERS, BOOKS. COLLECTIBLES, TEE'S. 

candles and much more' Send S2.00 for 
catalogue. Black Arrow Press. P.O. Box 454, 
I.ongmejdow. MA 0I02B 



CtOA'iaAIKIA 




WORLDWIDE TRAVEL, ADVENTURE 
NudisI Videos. Books, Magazines. Smoking hei^, 
Aphrodisia. Dream Stimuli. 100+ video catalog 
$2.IX). 2.hr. nude beach sampler 529.95. V.V.. 270 
N-Canon Dr . «12%. Dept. sp. B H , CA 902 10. 



HEALTH 



PENIS ENLARGEMENT Professional vacuum 
pumps or surgical. Gain I-.1" Permanent, Safe. 
Enhance erection. FREE Brochures. Dr. Joel 
Kaplan 1312) 469-5557, Latest enlarjemenl info: 
1-900-976-PUMP (S2.95/min.) 



INSTRUCTION 



MEMORY STIMULANTS Report! 

USS5. DYNASCAN DATA AGENCY. BOX 456, 
SALMON ARM. BC, CANADA V 1 E 4N6 

PROFESSIONAL BARTENDING home study 
course. FREE drink booklet w/inquiries. SicfluioTa 
Buteiidint School 1 -800-369^)699 24 hn. 



NO LIMITS 



DEVELOP YOUR 
CREATIVE TALENT IN 




VIDCO PRODUCTION 
COMPUTER ANIMATION 
MULTIMEDIA 
VISUAL COMMUNICATIONS 
AND MORE 



MlkmNlNpfli 



9 GREAT LOCATIONS 



• ML 

• (PmPMMimHMiiaiiMiiNi) * 

• • 

• 1-800-424-2S00 • 



'THE ART INSTITUTES INTERNATIONAr; 

I 300 siHH mm. piTisBimcH. PI \iin { 



•TMC ART INSTITUTIB MTBNMAnOtUU.*. MC., IMS 



LOS ANGELES RBCXMlDiNG WORKSHOP 

Intensive Recording Engineer and Video 
editing programs taught in 12,000 sq. ft., 11 
studio complex, including SSL. Housing & 
Financial aid available. Catalog: 5278-S 
Lankershim Blvd., N. 



RKORWiW Hollywood, CA9160L 

WORK5HOP\V J 818-763-7400 



INVENTORS 



FREE INFORMATION KIT! 
The sman way to maiivct/patcnt >\xir new product kka! 
THECONCfFrNtTHOKK. 1-MIM35-2246, enL 197 

FREE INVENTION PACKAGE Davison & 
Associates offers customized Development. 
Patenting and Licensing. Proven results: 1-800- 
677-6382. 



A STERLING 
STATEMENT OF YOUR 
LOYALTIES... 

TH.UTHL VVORI l> 
YoL'RK ONTO somi thing! 

Exclusively from CQ Silversmiths 
ill Albuqiierc^ue, it's "lliiil-lilllt'- 
thing-ynii-put-in-llic-middle-of-a- 
.15rptn-to-fil-it-on-tlie-spindle" (.ilso 
frequently .seen ab SIM\ \l,i^,i/iiu''5 
"d i n gb.i t ). exq II isite 1 \ li ,1 n il c r,i 1 1 c d 
in Sterling Silver almnsl any wjy 
you \v.int It ; 

I'iMtWI t)\ WLAOCSAliS ( imn; SI 7.^0 

I'lMl \ lb" lilWII IlKl: 17.50 

Kl^ KlM. luMi tilINt, KIM.I; 25.1111 

I MUUM.S.IHIKlll)ll\Hl: 17..50 

SsivilPin (3 4" tHWIi IIKI: 10.01) 

Clip Links: J.5.i)o 

BkmTIFT 19 lilM.mrS W'iiiHsTlR < Isfl: h5.00 

Beautiful work. Absolutely guaranteed. 

Send CklSm In CQ Icwcln , 5tr I Ijrtiraiulh l>r. , 
SI , Alhaiiui-rque. \M »7IOe OR 
for CC orders/info call: (505) 256-3952 



JOBSAVAILABI 



EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! 
Assemble Products at Home. Call Toil-Free: 
8(XM67-5566, ext. 2566. 



MUSICIANS 



SINGERS, ENTERTAINERS, DJs 

BE Discovered; Make $1,500 weekly Singing. 
Performing al Shows locally; FREE Report: 
ProSingers Soundtraxs. Aim: Spago, Box 1106, 
Bridgcvicw. IL 60455 

••••ATTENTION SONGWRITERS! •••• 
Don't gel ripped off! The Songwriters 
Information Hotline is now open to help you 
avoid the pitfalls and take the proper steps 
for success. Call us ai 1-900-622-6065. ext. 
0003. 18*. 2.0<)/min, Avg. 5 min 



OCCULT 



ONI TEMPLE SMOKE 

Hasiiisli-altemative smoking substance, l^gal! 
Potent! Free literature: (312) S0»-«393, eiL 18 
INOTE: CORRECTED PHONE NUMBER) 



■"air 



POETRY 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$24,000 Hr 



amrdad wwiuatty 



of PoMy 

1141«CronrWMDriw 
PO aw 7D»-1tt7 

I, MO 21117 



ATTENTION POETS! 



TTm Wactord Poetry Soctaty is now BCcapUng anblM for N 

North American Poetry Contest. 

t1,000 QRAND PRIZE 
P o— <My — your pO» H pubMhML NO ENTRV FEE. 
8«nd up to four original powns, 20 Unm or IVM. 



Th» WMford PubHaMng Comptwiy. Ltd, 
Irrtmational PIcn. O^. 1 3, PO Bo« 21 DBS 
■.PA 191S4 



POSTERS/PHOTOS 



CELEB PHOTOS! ROCK, METAL, TV+: Send 
SASE for list. Name Favontes. PIX/SPIN, Box 
20747, Hoiutoo, TX 77225, 



CONCERT PHOTOS— AMAZING PRICES/ 
C^alily Selection — P.Jam, Cliilis, Soundgdn, Cure, 
cm. Extreme, U2... FREE CATALOG WITH 
SAMPLE: S&M Photos, PO. Box 6064 (SP), 
Uguna Niguel. CA 92677. 



PSYCHICS 



FREE BEATS CD 

Featuring Peter Buck with every larot reading. 
1-900-454-4454. $l .99/min. 



LIVE PSYCHIC 
Rbadt to mtr, 84 HODn a mt mm 

LOTKJiONXr3D0CBaB.DBCISlON8 

1^00476-9991, est 66 



CALL THE SAMPLE UNE!| 
TRY OUR PSYCHICS! 
1-800-568-9573 
Fot Adults over 18 only 



RECORDS/TAPES/CDs 



New LUNGUSH!! New SMART WENT 
crazy:: New BRANCH MANAGER:: CDs! 
$8 each ppd. Also — other cool DC musics. In I)ie 
US. Send I stamp for a list OR 4 stamps (overseas: 
4 IRC's) for a fully illustrated catalog of what we 
sell. DiscHORD Records, Dept S, 3819 Beecher 
St, NW, Washington. DC 20(X)7-1802. 

BONG LOAD CUSTOM RECORDS 
FRESH HARVEST! VlUmade, Crulch, 
Wool/Kyuss 7", Beck Lulefisk, Quinine, The 
Obsessed, FuManchu Send stamp for cat. & 
sticker. BLCR, P.O. Box 931538. LA. CA 90093- 
1338. (combustibles not included) HIT ON THIS: 
http://www.bongload.com 

RARE. IMPORTF.D & INDEPENDENT, CD«, 

Posters, etc. P.Jam, Greenday, Nirvana, NIN, 
Pumpkins, lOO's more. CiUk^: Sl.OO. Off Uie 
Record. 322 S. Main (SpB), Royal Oak. Ml 
48067. (810) 398-44.36. 

MATANSA! HEAVY GUITARS MANIC 
LOOPS BENT VOCALS, Full length CDs, $8 
ppd to: Centipede Records, P O Box 691691, 

West Hollywood. CA 90069. SASE for catalog. 

INDUSTRIAL, ELECTRO & GOTHIC 

Outstanding selection & price. Exclusively CDs. 
FREE catalog: DIGITAL UNDERGROUND, 
526 S 5th St . Philadelphia. PA 19147. Or call 
today! (215)925-5324. 

DINO'S RECORDS 
2M0 W, Berry, Ft Woclh, TX 76109 
(817)921-1441. V/MC/Disc/check/M.O. 
MariynMannn: 

—Monkey Massacre. Mas.s. live 199S CD: 132:00 
—.New VHS vkfco Dallas. TX & Las Vegas: M5.(X) 
NIN:— New Reznor & Bowie live tour CD: $32 
— Rusty Nails U mega lenuxesal) new CD S32 
Pearl Jam — New songs O-Ail ne*' unrelsd songs: $32 
^firvana — how it stancd-veiyeariy songs, demos, etc :S32 
Dne Maohewi— Wekxme to the glilEr 2 CD Vail: S4S 
Send S3 for catalog with Die names of the gnDups you 
want — FREE with any onlcr. 

RARE/LIVE/IMPORTED Audio & Video 
tapes: Pearl Jam, 9 Inch Nails. Greenday, 
Nirvana, REM, Pumpkins. Hole, Tons More! 
Catalog $1.00. LB Video, Box 1854-Sp-lO. 
Royal Oak, Ml 48068. 





DISCUUNT COh Lh, CASSETTES. Unused! 
Catalog S2I Revenge Recohds. Box 11791s). 
New York. NY 10276. 

RARE& I.MPORTED CDs. Records. Books, 
Videos. 1/2 Million Titles! Catalog $2 IK). MUSrC 
MAILORDER, Boj2l7Z1. Milwaukee. WI 53221 

SKA! SKA! SKA! 

Fn:e catalog atld newsletter! Send a SASE to: 
Moon. P.O. Box 1412. .New York. NY 10276. 

SEND CALCIUM IONS & CHIMPANZEES 
thru dendrites vb Lysergic Ice Pick lyrkmusic; 
"Goldy Locks is Maddona" & "Yes Alannis 
Whatever" Tape Info SASE: P. O. Box I5«9. 
Toledo. OH 43603. 

REGGAE MUSIC... Receive the latest and 
greatest Reggae CD's and C$*$ through Reggae 
Direct. Call l-80a-3.V>-7«31 for a free caUlog. 

'^...a roll call of Seattle Rock fixtures..." and 
"~.Often. the bands you don't recognize are the 
best..." Tlir Rmkrt. Sec the 1 2 song rock CD 
"Unsigned Seattle Bands" at 
http://www.intt$tc5cene.com or send SI 1.50 to 
Unrecords. P.O Box .1282. Lynnwood. WA 980t6 

DESOTO RECORDS! Jawbox. Shiner. Dismem- 
berment Plan. Candy Machine, more. Send a stamp 
for a catalog ! P.O. Box 60335- A WDC 2IXB9. 

INDIE SKA AND ALTERNATIVE LPs and 

compilations. Send stamp for free catalog. SP-BIB 
Records, P.O. Box 441606. Somenille. MA 02144. 



COOL UVE EURO CD'i 

Rfcl Rdi^Mn • RcuiM Bo\> • RwL • Culkciive 
Sooln • t ounliiui Ciw i • (fiMrful Dcwl • Crncn 
Oiy • Hw* • fjce'iAdd • LT Live • NtN • 
Nirvin. • -HOFy. • Oau • Ofbprirtj • fm*n ' 
PavctiMsiI • Pearl Jm • PhuJi • Pnmiit • RbM • 
RjdeAn'MKhiae • RoDim- SmPumpkim' 
S T. Filoo • Tfx.1 • Nal • IWl aim • 

FREE CATALOG : CD CnmFXmON 
roBoi 101431 •690MBtuMbR«*GeiaMr> 



Avail, Hi-5's, MTX, 
Pansy Division, Queers, 
1 Riverdales, Vindictives, 
i oh & OPIV & Green 
Day too. For catalog 
send 2 slamps:U<SP PO.B.1 1 374, 
Berkdey, CA,94701 




CONCERTS 



fc^r^ ULTIMATE ^"^ 



* COHCm USmOS BY ARtA! 

* THt UUST HIW$ £ UPDATtS! 

* mATlD DAia / 24 HOURS! 



* AOVAHCl TOOR SCHIOUUSI 

* Mlime ADDRtSSlS! 

* PHOHt rS fOR BIST TICKtTS! 

* NEV COHCtRT lOCATOR fUmV. * PIUS MUCH, MUCH MORE! 

Codtf Aftis< 

31^1 IViU'pp.ird 

3371 IX-pithc MiKle 

3*i71 UuTdii Uuran 

3242 Hjftles 

6227 Edwin McCain 

SMI Kitonlohn 

■t6«2 l'.n Vogue 

2525 EricCUftlon 

3W>3 FooFightem 

44hl Cin BlosMims 

4t)f>4 GiK>(_;o<i Dolls 

4721 t,r.itfful Dead 

4737 Green Udv 

4tHjl Gunh N' Roses 

-Wvll Mule 

4fi63 Hixide & the Blowfish 
4h31 Indieo Girls 
46V1 INXS 
5222 lanHldckstm 
7622 nilSobule 
h3^1 [nhn MelltTKramp 

PLUS...OVER 500 MORE! (IfyourfjvonlffiroupisrMitlistedhere.jiislpressorsaylbenumbcrsonyour 
phone lhalctinUtn Ihr tint 1 Iftlrrsodhe group, or artist's l^liume (i.e. BON Jovi » 2bb, Bnan APA rn* = 2.12). 



cjii> 1 -900-773-ROCK 

fl*^ S2.»9/min. Under 18 Ge) Porenl'i Permiiiion. Avg. Coll 3 min. 

1 -800-4 1 4-ROCK 1 -900-45 1 -3373 

S2.99 [U.S.|/min. Uoder 18 Poienri PermiiMon. Avg, Coll 3 m.n. $3.99 [CAN|/min. 



995CONCKKTCONNLCriON, LTD., DRESHER, TA 19025 



2231 AC/IX" 
2h,S4 AJamAiit 
62ol Aimev .Mann 
(*7.1 Alani.s Mitriv^-llc 
iMl AIkv In Cham^ 
232!i Btvk 

rW2 Bi-ttiT Than Ezra 

4361 Billvklol 

5032 Billvjwl 

25*1 Biark 

2523 BLickCrmvi". 

25.S2 Blui^Travclur 

2Wil Hi'n jovi 

:(i'i2 B..y/. lIMen 

7771 Bruce Springiitei^n 

2.^21 Drvan Adanu 

2S72 Bush 
2t>^ Collective Soul 
26S.1 Counting Cniws 
272.^ Cranbfrries 
2(l,'i1 ThrCull 
2R71 Th.Cun- 



M72 KISS 

5674 Kom 

53K7 Letters To Cleo 

5484 Uve 

5871 Lusciow. Jackson 
6Z3t Madottna 
.Vt41 Melissa Etheridge 
6354 Melvirei 
iv^2 Metalhca 
2651 Michael Bolton 
5221 Michael |ack,<on 
6682 Molln Crue 
6832 Mudhonev 
6371 Natalie Merchant 
%82 NeilYoune 
6461 Nine Inch NaiU 
6471 Nirvana 
4275 P|. Harvev 
22,12 I'aula Abdul 
7.321 Pearl )am 
7462 PinkOoyd 
764 1 Poison 



1832 Queensryche 
7363 R.E M 
7332 R.H. Chih Peppers 
7651 Kollm^ Stones 

7871 Rush 

7872 Rusted Rmit 
7322 Seal 
2763 Sheryl Crov>' 
7453 Silveichair 
6262 Sinead O'Connor 
7541 Skid Row 
7621 Smashing; Pumpkins 
7682 Souodgjrden 
8321 Tears For Fears 
8371 Tesl.i 
8622 Toadies 
7381 Tom Petty 
8221 U2 
8262 Vantlalen 
6.341 VmceNeil 
1331 \\!i.e/er 



PUNK RULES. ..OK? 



Rhwrdam IRiverelalM- CI>Sg SS IJ>tS7 ee 
Dead Kcnnvdys *Nazi Punka* twrwm4«nrf)7*/S3.96 
Gtrms "CaugM in my Ey«.Liv«* vhs/S27 96 
9v|i(iina$1.80«nt 3it«nt. t 35 Mdi ■ddbonai jl«n 
Want more? SwKj 11(13 wtri for maMiv* S5. CU catatog to: 

DEEP SOUNO 

2SS0 Johnson Dr . Sta. (lOSi. Ventura. CA 83003 



BLINK-182.CARLOS,CHUNE, 
^^^CONGLOMERATE.FIUF. 
WaaSa GARDEN VARIETY.PITCHBLENDE 
7 SECONDS, 16 vai. THE SMEAR &nnuy mas ! 

Far Frit nail tr^ir ill), trrita t« 
Cari* Miilariar. ttfl if., 4901-m Hariaa BM. 
Ui Slaji, CA 9III7.}4M 

DMECT TO tTOREsi eia.4at.i2a2 



KILL ROCK STARS 

PUNK ROCK RECORDS AND CD'S 

L'xcusc 17 unwound, ni.iry lou lord, 
bikini kill. godhe^dSilo. thron"*'^ .ind 
lotG more send 2 slnmpi: for cntnlog; 

WFfffWg 120 ne state ave. #418 
Es£ 'wf olympia. wa 98501 



Arnerican Mutic Club, Archers of 
Loaf, ttw Edsel Auctioneer, Owne 
Theory, Hypnolovewheel, Gigolo 
Aunts, Matt Keating, Tommy 
Keene, KnapeacK The Loud Fanrily, 
Picasso Trigger, Small, TheSneatches, 
Thron eberry & Yo La Tengo.Write for 
a tree mall order cataloQue to: Alias 
Records, Dept. Son, 281 S W. Olive 
Ave., BurtMnk, CA 91505 



FKEE CATALOG 

Tna Best N«w Indie Releases PLUS Our Own 
lust Signed Acts Liht: 
The Muldoons. from U P Uichigdn wrth a new 7* 
plus CD & Cassette It's catchy punk musk with 
darli. personal lyrics Call or write for free catalog. 
Noiicosaurus • 24S7 Grand Ave 
Suite 243 • tentura CA 93005 NOlStOSAlllilS 
(80<) M7-0900 ■ dhnoise a aol.com 



WEISBARD'S WIGS, 

steal your cigs, futiionabic digs, Ict't the 
pigs. Contracts arc in itie mail, cliecka to foDot 
Matador mail order brings you new stufTfrom 
LIZ PHAIR, SILKWORM, SF SEALS, MECO 
NORMAL and Aldo Noval 
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COOL LIVE EURO CD s 

HkI Rdipo) * Hcsfthc Bcni * RocL * CoUcttivc 
Sonli • t auBCm* Crowi • < inirMI Dead • < »rccn 
D«y • Hoic* lane'iAtM-'L?- live' NIN • 
NtPkani • NOF\ • Omit ' Ofh^m^ • Pamera ■ 
PavcmcDi • Ptwl J«n • Phuh • Pfsnw ' RKM " 
Kjm >^T luUctLiM • RoUuu * Sm. F^KipkMa • 
i.f. Pilot* ' T«J • Neil • IW» more • 

FBEF. CATALOG : CD CONNFXTION 
FO BOK 101431 • MOM nUililillt • OmuQ 



FREE MAMMOTH RECORDS CiTfilOG 



> 



>a« dam. 1«. Mil Mta. Ckrim. OBoi FSKiL 
Dity Don. FrnkL Fg Mndu Mam IWfitU. 
Jul Ihny. MiMiM Jm 1 tM SoRlun. Id CiMk. 

Mactint al Umi Gno. PM Da). Pim SiH 
$Mfi Mvy Hww, S^wiil M Z^ptn. Victani ffidmi 
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RESEARCH SERVICES 



TERMPAPER A.S.SISTANCE 
Call for FREE JlV Page CaUlog Lkling 29,000 
Topics, Original Research Available, Call Toll- 
Free: 800-777-7901, Open Everyday! 

RESEARCH PAPERS! Open 24 hours! 

Cu& research available. All majiir credit card;.. 
800-96-EAGLE«aO-S2»-PAPERS 

TERMPAPER SOLUTIONS 

Cail our elecimnic hhrar>' of unique, quality papers 
l-MOO-PAPKRS-l or(6<»)48»>-1400(l 1-6 EST) 

kn()wlkik;k rkports 

Quality AciKletiiic Reseaivh 
Catalog Papers — Cusiomi/ed lo Your Needs 
l-800-789-«609 
E'mail. Fa\. Mtxlcm. Exprcw 
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TERM PAPER ASSISTANCE 

Cjtakig of 20.000 research papers 

Order Catalog Today with Visa/MC or COD 

A1-800-351-0222 

or (310) 477-8226 Mon • Frt 9am Som (PxM time) 
Or iand S2.D0 with coupon below 
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SINGLES 



BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN! 
FREE 36 pg. 500 photo color catalogue. 

Club Prima. 1 104 R Thorpe Ln . 
Suite I lONC. San Marcos. Texas 78666. 
(.'il2l.1%-.'i.'i22(24hrs.l 

An S&.Vl message — Intelligent! Loving! From 
dominant/submissive ladies in the USA. FREE 
inquiry, please 908-384-8066/202-4.'>2-.'i.522. 

BEAUTIFUL RUSSIAN WOMEN. FREE 500- 
Pholo CaUlogue. 24 hours (407) 9(i6-688«. Fax: 
(4071 9IW.792II. ACC, P,0, Box 6101. Ukc VVofllk 
n. 33466. nK-lady^~ix.ne1conixom 




LATIN AMERICAN LADIES SEEK 
MARRIAGE! Pholus. Tuun & Videos. FREE 
details, TLC. Box 924994(sp), Homton. TX 77292- 
4994. (713)895-9224. 



RUSSIAN LADIK. TRl'LY BEAl'TIFDL. 
EDUCATED, warn lo mccl YOU 1 .000 selected 
from 16.000+ applicants. FREE color 
photobrochurcl Write to; Russia.^.^. Post Office Box 
S88851. Allama. OA Mt}}f>. (770) 45lt-0<»09. 



SAFE SEX 



ENJOY HOURS OE SEXUAL PLEASURE! 

"STAMINA" Chinese lierbal fonnkila can give you 
extra sexual energy so you can last longer! ^ doses 
SI2.fl0. iO doses $.19.95. Visa/MC: Call 1-800- 
.V1.'-.M44 



TELBtlONE ENTBnAINMBIT 



CANDY STORE— Finger-Licken' 
Good! 2-ON-l, PARTY LINE. HOT 
PERSONALS. FANT\SIES. 52.49-4.99/min. I S* 
1-900-745-0320 OR 1-800-289-CIRL 



LIVE ONE-ON-ONE 

Hot Girls wan; lo talk lo you Now! 
1-8U0.822-GIRL 
S2/min Major cc & pcnional Checks- 18+ only 

UNCENSORED NASTY WOMEN 
I -900-496-8080 

S:,.SO-«..V50/min I8■^ V/MC 

GAY STUDS NOW! Hot Man-Sleare! 

PARTY LINE. I-ON-I. HOT Ph:R.SONALS, 

EANT,ASIES.S;.49-S.rWmin, 18* 
I-900-745-0696 OR 1 -800-261 -2625 



REAI. moNF. M MRERS OF REAL BABES 
AND REAL STUDS LOOKING FOR YOU! 
7,000 VOICE ADS! 1-900-454-4500 

S2.99/min. IK* Conn USA. R. Laud. I L 

NASTY WILD TALK 

8IK)-97h-WII.D 
I -S0O-976-945.V Adullsf54.9<)/min. 

HOT— WILD— SEXY 
l-ON-l X-RATED LIVE TALK 
1-800-238-LIVE $L69/min. 

HOT 9000 PARTY LINE 

I -809-474-9000 
Adults/Reg. Infl. Toll only 

HOT CHEAP PARTYLINE 
1-520-335-5700 

Adults/regular l.d. toll otily 

FREE HOT PARTYLINE 

1-500-674-FREE 
18-*- nonnul USA L.D. rales apply 

Hear Naughty CJirN Cietling SPANKED 
I-900-2.S8-8808 

Hear Sue SPANKING Naughty Boys 

l-900-:.'i8-8809 
$2.9.Vmin. 18-f S.U.E.. Pliila 



SWEET SORORITY GIRLS LIVE! 

01 1 -2.19-801. "i 
No Blocking Rates From 99c/min. 

LIVE AT THE PLEASURE DOIVIE 
I-8O0-448-SLUT — I-800-699-4449 
l-809-474-l3!>7 18+ — l-80O-489-85«9 Free call 

THE BEST IS YET TO C#lV!mmm! 

I-8I8-609-9I4I 
Rales as low as 1 .65/inin. 

HOT LIVE PHONE SEX 

Homy Women Want la Talk to You! 

(212)741-1202 .99«/inin. 
GUYS meet GUYS LIVE! 

ATTHE BOYS CLUB peine 
I8+! peine I-809-474-4S73 pay low inn l,il.only 

HOTFJ. CALIFORNIA^M PARTYI.INE 

801-234-2222 OR 801-855-7448 
rcg. domestic Id call, no extra chgs. 

DIAL-A-SLUT — LIVE!!! 
1-800-222-GIRL I-305-7M-7292 

1-809-474-1401 1-800-699-4447 18-f 



WORLD'S HOTTEST FANTASIES 

SEXXX:OI l-59-::4-8(K)l S&M Line: 01 1-.S9-224-6666 
2Le»bos:OI I -59-224-8004 Oral Talk:OI 1-59-224-8269 



INSTANT CREDIT!! 

Hot. .Sexy & Uncensored 18+ 
I -K(H)-« 1 8-111 2//I -.103-704-7.182//0 1 1 -592-57 1 -459 



A RH) HOT JUlO' CHF;R1!! 01 1-68LV8912 
LIVT. GR,4PHIC SEX ORGY 01 1-245-292.S66 
DIRTY' SLITS \V,V.NT IT ROIGH! 01 l-2.W-129-ia!IS 

FREE LOVE LIVE! 

01 1-2.19-8015 Irom 99c/min. 
I -S(X)-958-HOTr (46881 S 1 .99/miii. 

HOT BUFF STUDS! 
1-809.56.V0390 
Men Meeting .Men 

18+ Infl Toll Charges Apply 



At The Cluh Calilomi a. No One Sleeps' 
1-809-563-9518 
Check In and Check It Out! 
18+ Int'l LD applies 



GAY COLLEGE BOYS 
LLslen or Join in S2/Min. 18+ 1-900-4.35-1035 
Bisexual Hodine S199«Mn. 1K+ 1-900-745-7075 



WILD WOMEN DO.... 

24 liouiN— HOT Live Action 
1-809-474-5959 

(18+ Ini l Rates Apply) 

HOT LIVE PARTY 

24 hrs — No Fee 

1-520-335-5483 (Live) 

( 1 8+ Normal LD) 



HEATHER— 19 yrs. old, petite, big busted. 
1 15 lbs. I love phone sex. 
1-305-704-7469 FREE CALL!! 



YOUNG NUDE HORNY GIRLS!! 

011-995-328-484 FREECALL!!! 
I -800-526-757 1 or 800-656-8462 



1-800-SArE-SEX 

r99/Min. 18+ 

ALL NEW!! LIVE INTERACTIVE SEX! 

Hardcore Adult Satisfaction: 01 1 -2.19- 1 29-7558 
Hot Babes, Just ' ^l" & Ready: 01 1-239-129-1205 
Erotic Discipline & Spanking: 01 1-239-129-7593 

ALL FREE PARTY LINE 

Group Talk. I on I , Voice Mail. 

1-801-234-7777 
(18+) Only Normal L.D. Apply. 

FREE XXX VIDEO 

Wiolh EVERY Sizzling Hot Ptione Sex Call! 
l-80»-6Sl-FREE 
$2.98Min. 21 + 

LIVE LOVE CONNECTIONS 

With [he Man of Your Choice. 
l-80O-«l3-4«88 (18+) Sl.99/min. 

SIZZLING HOT 

LIVE PHONE SEX 
212-741-1202 99</mln. 

COMPLETE C*CK PLEASERS! LIVE! 

•Strict & Sensual S&M I -800-2 1 6- 1 899 
"Play with Sex Toys 01 1-592-.56I-786 
•Oral Eiolicism!' 1-900-725-6933 

•Explore the Other Side I -StHI-l 1 4-4757 
•Join a Threesome (II 1-592- 578-458 

Var, Billing Opts,. I8+. SI ,99/min- & Up 

IT'S FREE! The HOLLY WtK)D Hdl Hole! 

IT'S HOT! Chat Line. Bulletin Board. Voice Mail, 
Personals & More. 
l-970-265-TALK24hrs. 



KINKY ASIAN GIRLS 1-800-6.13-6869 
CHEATIN' YOUNG WlVf:S 1-800-666-9560 
BARELY LEGAL "BAD" GIRLS 1-800-.544-75I5 

18+ S2 99/miii, HOT XXX 01 1-592-561-9.10 

HOT & HORNY HOUSEWIVES 
LIVE! 

011-592-579-163 From 8:c/min- 
1-800. -178..56.14 multiple hilling options. 

GUYS! FLY COCKPIT AIR! 
LIVE! UNCENSORED LIVE' 
PVinc 18+1 1-809-474-4382 pay l.m mt l Id only. 

!NEW ADULT FANTASIES! 
1-809-474-5657 
Fuinil AU Your Desinni! 

18+ Int'l Toll Applies 

GAY MEN! HOT NEW PARTYLINE NOW OPEN! 
IT S WILD— IT'S WAITING— 24 hours a day 18+ 
1-918-783-2076 

•From 90<W76 chgs. All you pay is loll. 



NEW! VIDEO PHONE SEX! NEW! 
SEE, HEAR, & SPEAK! 

Interact Live With the Stripper of Your Choice! 
Go I -on- 1 . I -on- 1 . or Voyeur Room to Room! 
Watch for Famous Pom Stars Performing Soon! 
FREE IVlew SOFTWARE! 

ACCESS OUR GIRLS 2 WAYS: 
http://www.xxxsex.coin 

or modem in at: 1-800-3I3-I099 

Must be 18 years or older! 

SELECT A GIRL OR BOY 
1-800-.150-SEXY/1-900-656-5239 
I-8O0-407-HUNK/1-9O0-656-2625 
1-800-230-4632 18+ $.99-3.99/min 

TALK TO HOT HORNY BRPTISH BABES! 

1-800-769-4475 
FOR INTERNATIONAL PLEASURES! 
18+ LD rates apply. 

*L1VE'*LIVE*LIVE*LIVE'*LIVE* 

The Ultimate Adull Fantasy Line! 
1-809-56.1-9430. 
I8-*- Int'l toll applies 

INNOCENT GIRLS! 

Need Men to Practice their Nasty Habits on! 
Call: I-800-6S9-6562 
18+ Reg, LD Charges May Apply 

HOT LIVE GAY ACTION 
Now Available in the VSAA 
011-592-595-947 

Hardcore Action 24hrs, a day! 
18+ Im'l Toll Applies 

BACKDOOR BAMBI 011-592-597-898 
HARDCORE HEAVEN 011-592-597-966 

18+ only' pay only int'l Id rates 

MAN SCAN! 

HOT NEW GAY ACTION! 
1-809-490-8005 
Meet the Best. Screen the Rest 
1 8+ LD as low as 47tf/min, 

I DO IT ALL: 1-SOO-KINKY-SEX 
FOR ANAL LOVERS: 01 1-2.19-S464 
GOT 10 INCHES!: 1-800-944-ORGY 
DO A REAL SLUT: 1-900-344-1900 

All Live' All CC's Okay. S3.50-S3.99/min, 1 8+ 

ARE YOU HOT AND BOTHERED? 

Help is Here' 
Kinky Porno Babes: 01 1-592-247-245 
Hot 2-Girl action: 011-592-247-246 

Explicit Panylincs Now Available in the U.S,A.! 
18+ Infl Toll Applies 

GAY & BI MEN 

1-900-745-7944 HOT* EXPLICIT 18+ 
DATELINE: 1-900-435-0668 $2.50(min. 
XXPLICIT LIVE ORGY! 1-809-474-2630 
CONFESSIONS OF A SLAVE! 01 1-592-247-672 
RAUNCHY SEX LIVE I-ON-I 1-809-474-7606 

BICURI0US7 1-809-474-1 180 
SEDUCTIVESLUTS WANT YOU! l-809-r74-ll81 
HOT LIVE PHONE SEX ! I -809-474-261 1 
BAMBI'S EAVESDROP LINE: I -809-474- 1 1 79 
FETISH HOTLINE 1-809^74-6893 




HOT LIVE PHONE SEX! 

Hot wel sluts want In fulfill your tfvcry desire! 
ANYTHING GOES! 
1-900-868-6660 $3.99/min . ]H* 24 hours! 

MEET LOCAL SINGLES! 
ALL LIFESTYLES! 

l-MO-267-4252. exL 77 

Sl.fS permin. 18+ 

BIG BUSTY GIRLS 
1-800-677-6009 

Adullsovcr 18. 

WELCOME TO BOYS TOWN! 
The Ullimate day Playground! 
011-592-599-811 

18+ As low as 69c/m Inl'l loll 

DIRTY DELIGHTS 
1-800-285-8998 

Adullsovcr 18 only! 

TABOOCX)IJ«CnON«AWHAiaXI)RE 
JUSn- THE WAV YOU WANT IT! 18+ 
Bi-Sluls: 01 l-592-583-289rrramps:01 1-592-576^2 
Party Bdia:l-809-«74-e72/JuslGuys:l-809-474«m 
Gay CM:OI l-59^S78-2t»^bn TalB.-OI l-59^576414 
Guy Parly:01 1-373-990-9799 OR 01 1-3734690173 ID. 

CX>ME ALIVE— SAMPLES BY PHONE 
1-800-274-7615 

Oser 18 only! 

AMERICA'S NEWEST PARTVLINE LS HERE!! 
For Open and Exciting Chal Call: 
1-918-783-2185 24HrT^day 
18+ Reg. toll applies. 

America's FREE Partyline 

Absolutely no premium per min. charges 
l-(500) 674-5465 or 
H801 1 855-8558 

18+ Only. U.S. Long Disl. rates apply 

THE HOTTEST LINE AROUND! 

Talk to Hot Singles Across the Country! 
24 hrs/day 1-918-783-2200 18+ 

Reg- Toll Applies. 

QUICK RELEASE 

GET OFF FAST 1-800-666-4946 

Adults Oser 18. 

SCORE YOUNGER MEN! 

All New— All Gay— All Male 
1-918-783-2026 

24 hours/day! It's Live! 1 8+ Reg LD Applies. 

UNCENSORED SAMPLES— DO IT NOW! 

l.S(lll-.i.M-9591 
1 8 and over. 

SEXY SLUTS AT YOUR SERVICE 

1-800-208-LOVE (5683) 
Only Sl.OWmin. 

REAL WOMEN— SEXY SAMPLES 

l-80O-472-a4(M 
1 8 and over. 

TWO SEXY GIRLS— They're Hot and ttaey want you 
l-800-723«(72 

Adults I8and0ver. 



EAVESDROP ON LIVE, EXPLICIT TALK! 

0 1 1 -592.590-7 It) or Get It all Live! 2 1 2-986.9856/7 
TV/TS Dates. Fantasies. Training 1 ■9(XI-468-5578 
or 212-986-1777/8 18+ 



SLEAZE LINE 
NAUGHTY SLUTS 

pay int'l Id only 



011-239-129-2570 
011-239-129-2526 
I8+! 



HOME *9 OF SINGLE GIRLS IN YOUR AREA! 

l-900-<).1.V411l,EXT. 228 
MEET REAL TV/TS/CD TONIGHT! 

l-90O-773-<MO0,ext. 102 
$2.9.5;min. 1 8+ TTP. IMP, LV N V 

SEXY GIRLS DO IT ALL! 

1 -800-204-9688 
Adults 18 or Over. 



800-840-HOTT 

Real home phone number^ of -single women 

EAVESDROP LINE 

SECRETLY LISTEN To HOT Phone Sex Calls! 
2I2-69I-2444 99</mln. 

EXFLKTH ALL TASTES WELCOME 
l-80».35«4Mi 

18andover. 



A NOTE TO OUR 
READERS: 

We want you to patronize 
our advertisers, but 
PLEASE be advised that if 
you call ANY of these 
numbers, you will be 
obliged to pay for the 
services you receive. 
"Free" does not always 
mean you don't pay, and 
800 numbers are not 
always free! 

AND, if you're under 18, 
Don't call! 



PRESS CLUB'S TOP FIVE FREE CHAT/DAIE LINES 

ID The Roach Motel: 815-7.^8-6002 

(2) The Hotel California: 801-871-7448 

(3) The Viper Room: 

(4) The Caribbean: 809-563-9548 

(5) The Piranha Room: 

Regular LD photK call. No extra chgs. 18+ 

NEW! STRICTLY ADULTS ovrr 18. 

1-800-666-4975 
YOU WON'T BE DISAPPOINTED! 

I'M HOT & WET, LORI! 
011-995-32-8488 l-305-7(M-7469 
1-800-749-4462 I -800-2 1 3-4535 

BAD GIRLS— HOT SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-204-9691 

1 8 and over 

STRANGEST STUFF EVER. 

CALL IF YOU DARE! 01 1-237.70OW7 
Adults over 18. Int'l long distance rates apply 



SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-374-6833 

ADULTS OVER 18 



XXX RAUNCHFEST 01 1-592-597-744 

ULTIMATE ORGY 01 1-592-597-728 

CHEAP! pay int'l Id only 18+only' 

HOT PHONE SAMPLES 

I-8IXM40-I039 
1 8 and over. No wailing, 

BOTTOMS I P! 01 1-S92-S97-672 

PERVERTED PLEASURES 01 1-592-597-704 

CHEAP!! you only pay im'l Id 18+ only! 

DISCREET FXPERIKNCK 
WOMEN BY PHONE 1 KCK). .122-94.10 
1 8 and over. 

SEXY SAMPLES 

1-800-229-0931 

Adullsovcr 1 8 Only. 

UNLEASH YOUR SEX LIFE! 

1-900-2.10-47.19 
TALK WTTH THE BABES OF YOUR DREAMS 

S.1.99/min. 18+ 

HOT SAMPLES— WILD WOMEN 
Want to Turn You On: 1 -800-440-1083 
1 8 and over. 

HOT WILD WOMEN WANT TO TURN YOU ON 
REAL SAMPLES: 1-800-322-9630. 
Adults over 1 8 only, 

HOT SEXY SAMPLES 

I-800-468-W28 
Adults over 18. 

LESBIANS. FIND OUT HOW 
011-592-573-206 

Adults over 18. Int'l long distance rates apply. 

3 SEXY TRIPLETS; 1 TIGHT FIT! 

Big & Bouncy Barbara: 01 1 .2.19-.1000 
Luscious Lips Linda: 01 1 592-574-955 
To Access Anal Annie: 011-2.19-3001 

!!!FREE!!!* 

HOT NEW GAY PARTYLINE 
1-520-335-3338 •LDtoAZonly 

PANTY PARTY 011-592-591-513 
KINKY SECRETS 011-592-597-761 

CHEAP! pay int'l Id only Don't call if under 18 

CALL THE SAMPLE LINE! 
1-800-568-9573 
Aduluover 1 8 please. 

FREE* 

THE HOTTEST NEW PARTYLINE 
1-520-335-3330 'LD to AZ only 

HOT PARTY LINE 

With 10.000 Singles, 24 Hours Daily. 
1-809-563-0428 
(18+) International L.D. Applies. 



GAY STUDS— FREE SAMPLES 
1-800-806-7782 

Adults 1 8 or over, 

TOTALLY FREE DATING/CHAT 
with Hwusands oT Guys & Gals 
1-970-265-7777 
1 18+1 Only Reg. L D, Apply, 

LOOKING FOR A PLAYMATE...? 

MEET REAL HOTGIRLS. LIVE!.. 24 HRS! 
PVitK. 18+ 1-809-474-4375 pay int'l kl only 

UNCENSORED PHONE SEX! 011-239-129-1425 
BACKDOOR PARTY' SLUTS! 01 1-239-129-1422 

Adults over 18 only! int'l Id applies 

DIRTY HOT SEX! 18+ 
Call us to talk w/ girls who will give you what you need! 
1 .800-92 1 -6969 or 900.963-4733. No cc S2.50/min. 

CHF.AP LIVE PARTY!! 

ALWAYS UNCENSOREED! 
I8+! pc inc 1-809-474-4846 pay low int'l Id only 

HOT SEXY GIRLS 
1-500-SEXY-500 

1-800-810-SEXY 

1-800-344W77 
01 1-2.19-8614 from .99/min. 

ABSOLUTELY LIVE! XXX 1-ON-l 

1-900-446.9898 
Only $2.00 per minute 18+ 




A special collection ot adult products, 
dedicated to communication and sen- 
sual well being. Experience the unique as 
well as the traditional, with our 36-page 
catalogue including lotions, lubricants, mas- 
sage products, personal stimulators, and 
educational books and videos 

Write today You have absolutely nothing 
to lose, and an entirely new world of en|oy- 
ment to gam Send S4 00 which will be ap- 
plied to your lirst order 

Our guarantees 100% Conlidenliality, 
100% Quality, 100% Customer Satlstacllon. 



The Xandria Collection, D«pt SI 04 *>ti 
P.O. Box 31039, Sjn 1 ranciMO, CA 94131 
SvnJ mv J Xandtia Gold Edition Catalogue 
Enckised is W,(W to be applied to my hrsi onief 

(S.SCAN,. OUK.t 
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POPLIFE 



by Jonathan Bernstein 



Jake's World 

Jake Fogelnestisouttostarta 
teenage riot with Squirt TV. 

I 

While Macaulay Culkln's career hangs in tatters 
and his personal life is mired in recriminations, 
one of his former schoolmates is embarking on a 
venture that could easily t>e titled Home Alone 3: 
Stranded in MTV. 

"The basic gist of Squirt TV Is me in 
my bedroom being a jerkoff," says 
Jake Fogelnest of the Manhattan 
public-access cable show he 
started in January 1994 when he 
was just 14. The entire cable- 
access programming schedule 
could be similarly precised, 
but Fogelnest's wiseacre way 
of cataloging his enthusiasms 
(Weezer, Janeane Garofalo, 
anything Beastie-relafed) and 
irritations ("What's up with JD 
from Full House wearing an 
X-Girl T-shirt?") quickly raised 
him above the trough of conspir- 
acy shut-ins and unsightly natur- 
ists. Although cable access has. 
In the past, thrown up a few odd- 
balls who've achieved a freak- 
show level of recognition, like 
Robin Byrd, Ugly George, and 
Beastle Boys court jester Ricky 
Powell — whose HI-8 high jinks some 
say Fogelnest slavishly apes ("The 
proof of the pudding Is in the eating, " 
comments the Rickster, enigmati- 
cally) — Fogelnest is one of the few fig- 
ures to emerge from the medium un- 
scathed, ready to ascend to the next level 

That level, obviously. Is MTV, which came 
knocking last June and began airing the show 
in February. A few weeks before its debut, I 
visit Fogelnest at his new home and find him 
marooned Culkin-style, sitting In a sprawling, 
sparsely decorated office space blocks away 
from the glamorous environs where Simon Rex 
and Erik Palladino frolic with Idalis. I also find 
him In an Initially less-than-chipper demeanor. 
"There was a whole administration at MTV that 
really believed In the show, but they all left. So If 
we don't build an audience In six weeks, we're In 
trouble. " He is, however, quick to continue: "There 
are people backing me up. MTV is Improving, 



The programming is getting better." Like, 
say. Singled Out! "That's an absolute 
piece of shit. There's a lot of really stupid 
shit on MTV, but I can't really dis the 
network I work for." 

Regaining the spring in his step, he 
exhibits some of the jole de vivre that 
might keep Squirt TVs heart rate pumping 
when he begins babbling at>out the 
unrelated Items of pop-culture shrapnel 
embedded in his consciousness. 
There's Uresei Yatsura ("It's the fucking 
coolest, funniest cartoon. 'Vou call this one 
now and you're going to break 
the story..."); 




grenadine syrup ("It's 
worldwide. 'Vou can't make a Shirley Temple 
without It"); and, depresslngly, that overrated cult 
phenomenon. The Rocky Horror Picture Show 
("That overrated cult is making a comeback. 
Throughout the '90s It's been bullshit, but now it's 
opening with the same sort of excitement It had 
In the '80s!"). 

Even with his Rocfcy Horror fixation, 
Fogelnest's spiel is borderline endearing. One 
thing concerns me, though. "Jake," I say, "if I 
were 16, the last thing I'd want to see on TV 



would be some smirking, smartass 16-year-old." 
He nods, sagely: "I bet that when this show goes 
on, every guy my age is going to fucking hate me. 
And it works out pretty good, because I don't 
really like guys my age either." 

One of the few contemporaries to whom 
Fogelnest can relate works a couple of offices 
away. Frankle Tartaglia, an 18-year-old 
Philadelphia native, is Squirt TVs writer and 
occasional correspondent. He's working on 
the show's promo campaign, coming up with 

lines to complete the phrase, "If you like , 

you'll like Squirt TV." "We have, 'If you like 
food, you'll like Squirt TV,' — I was going for the 
widest possible audience with that one — and 
If you think Tic Tacs are the sure shot....' " 
Tartaglia Is buzzed on the notion of the 
show: "We're going to do a lot of things 
that have never been done on TV 
before. We're going to go out on the 
street and talk to bums and 
crackheads and alcoholics and 
really get the best side of them. 
I think that street people can 
be the most entertaining things 
on television." 

Even though his soon-to-be- 
numerous detractors will lat>el 
him a self-regarding little 
shit, Fogelnest Is nothing if not 
pragmatic about his current 
status. "This Is not my career," 
he explains. "I'm not interested 
In ending up like Martha 
Quinn doing Neutrogena 
commercials. I'll do this show, 
and the exposure will help 
me direct music videos, and 
then I can guarantee that 
they'll get played on my 
show since I get to pick my 
own videos. It's a stepping 
stone." That said, we pause to 
ponder exactly who MTV has 
been a stepping point for. "I'll say 
Pauly Shore, 'cause he's done, like, 
five movies, even though he's a freak 
and his movies are horrible. Dan Cortese 
was on Melrose Place. He's a moron." 

We head back to Tartaglla's office, where the 
writer is sniggering over something he just 
penned: "I'm staring at the list of what the 
narrator would say and this one I know won't 
make the cut: 'Squirt TV, It's just like getting an 
enema. Only cooler.' " Fogelnest collapses. 

"Should it be cooler or funnier?" wonders 
Tataglla. 

"'Funnier," says Fogelnest; "Enemas are 
hilarious." 

Somewhere, Macaulay Culkin is clutching his 
zapper, muttering, "That little shit." 9 
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